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PROLOGUE, 

By a FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mr. Booth. 

r ONG home you fetn the Greek and Ronmn name^ 

JJ/ifted ly the mufe^ reneiju their fame ^ 
While jet unfung thofe heroes Jleep, from nvhotn 
Greece fortnd her PlatoV, and htr Casfars Rome. 

^uch^ Egypt, fwtre thy fans ! divinely great 
In artSf in arms, in 'wijdom^ and in ftate* 
Her early monarchs ga*ve fuch glories birth^ 
Their ruins are the nvonders of the earth, 
Stru^ures fo ^uafi by thofe great kings dejigtid^ 
Are but faint Jketches of their boundlefs mmd: 
Tet neer has AlUon^i ^ane^ though long renowisdf 
With the ftern tyrants rf the Nile ieen crowH^d. 

The tragic mufe in grandeur Jhould ekcel^ 
Her figure blazes 9 Hsfd her numbers /well* 
The proudeft monarch of the froudeji age, ^ 
From Egypt comes to tread she Britifh Jlage : 
Old HomerV heroes, modems ofe to thofe 
Whom this nighfs venerahhfimu difclofi. 




4 PROLOGUE. 

Hert pomp and fpUndor ferve but to prepare; 
^o touch the foul is our p:culiar care \ 
By juft diftrefs foft pity to impart y 
And mend your nature ^ <u;hile nve move your hearty 
Nor mjould thefi fcenes in empty luords abound^ 
Or ofverUy the fentiment ^with found. 
Whin pafjion rages^ eloquence is mean ; 
Gefiures and looks beji fpeak the mo^ving fcene^ 

Ye fhining Fair ! ijuhen tender njnoes invite 
To p leafing anguijh and fever e delight ^ 
By your affliBion you compute your gain^ 
And rife in pleafure as you rife in pain. 
If then j«ft ohje^s of concern are fhovin^ 
And your hearts heave vjith forrovus not your ovjn, 
Let not the genrous impulfe be vjithftood^ 
Strive not *with nature ; blufh not to be good: 
Sighs only from a nobler temper rife. 
And Uis your virtue fvjells into your £jesp 
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Mr. Booth. 
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Mr. Thurmond. 
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B U S I R I S. 



ACT I. SCENE L 

Entir Phiron mmJ Stphocis. 

. Syphqcbs. 

IF glofiOQS ftradures, and immortal deeds. 
Enlarge die thoaght, and fet oar foals on fire. 
My tongue lias been too cold in Egypt^s praife, . 
The qneen of nations^ and the boaft of times. 
Mother of fciencc^ and the honfe of gods I 
Scarce can I open. wide my laboring mind 
To comprehend the vail idea> big 
With arts and arms, fo boundlefs in their fame. 

Pheron. 
Thrice happy land ! did not her dreadful king, 
)^ar-fam'd Bufiris, whom the world reveres. 
Lay all his (hining wonders in difgracc. 
By cruelty and pride. 

SypHocBs, 
By pride indeed I 

B4 
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He calls bimfelf The Proudf and glories in it. 
Nor would exchange tir-ynfifer^s JImigbtj, 
Have we not feen him (hake his filver reins 
0*er hamefsM monarchs to his chariot yok'd ? 
]n fallen majefty they ftalk along. 
With eyes of indignation and defpair. 
While he aloft difplays his impious flate» 
With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his br0W| 
Blazing to heav'n in diamonds, and gold. 

- ■ Pheron. . - 

Nor lefs the tyrant's cruelty than pride ; 
His horrid altars dream with human blood. 
And piety is murder in his hands. [^A great Jhout. 

SyPHocEs. 
There rofe the voice of twice two hundred thoufand, 
And broke the clouds, and cleared the face of day ; . 
The king, who from his temple's airy height^ 
With heart dilated, that great work furveys. 
Which (hal]- proclaim what can be done by man. 
Has firuck his purple flreamer, and dcfccnds. 

Pheron. 
Twice ten long years have feen that haughty pile. 
Which nations with united toil advance. 
Gain on the fkies, and labour up to heaven, 

Syphoces. 
The king— or proftrate fall, or difappcar, \Exeunt. 

Enter Bu s i r i s , attended. 

BvsiRis. 

This antient city, Memphis the renown d, 

AlmoU coaeval with the Sun himfelf. 

And 
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And boafting firength fcarce fooncr to decay* 
How wanton fits (he amid nature's fmiles ; 
Nor from her higheft turret has to view. 
But golden landfcapes and luxuriant icenes i 
A wafte of wealth, the ftorehoufe of the world f 
Here, fruitful vales, far flretching, fly the fight ; 
There, fails unnumbered whiten all the flream ; 
While from the banks full twenty thoufand cities 
Survey their pride, and fee their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break againft the fliore: 
To crown the whole, this rifing pyramid 

\^Shi*ivs tbi plan* 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the fUn ; 
While every other objed fhrinks beneath 
Its mighty fhade, and leflens to the view. 
As kings compared with me. 

Enter Auletes. He falls profirate. 

AULBTES. 

O live for ever^ 
Bujiris, firft of men ! 

BUSIRIS. 

JuleteSi rife, 

AULBTES, 

EmbafTadors from various climes arrive. 

To view your wonders, and to greet your fame % 

Each loaden with the gifts his country yields. 

Of which the meaneft rife to gold and pearl : 

The rich Arabian fills his ample vafe 

With facred incenfe ; Ethiopia fends 

A thoufand courfers fleeter than the windi 

fi 5 KtA 
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And their black rideri dai-ken all the plain : 
Camels and elephants from other realms. 
Bending beneath a weight of luxvLry, 
Bring th« beft feafoni of their vafioui years^ 
And leave their monarchs poor. 
BvsiRis. 

What from the PerJtaM f 

AuLBTEd. 

He bends before your throne, and far outweighs 
Thie reft in tribotc, and oatfliines in ftatc. 

Busiais. 
Away ; he iees me not ; I know his purpofe ; 
A fpy npon ray greatnefs, and no friend : 
Take his EmbafTador, and (hew him Egypt } 
Ih Memphis ihew him varioas nations met. 
As in a fea, yet not confined in fpace, 
B4it ftreaming freely through the fpacions flreet. 
Which fend forth millions at each brazen gate. 
Whene'er the trumpet calls ; high over- head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along. 
And leave in air a thunder of my own : 
Jovi too has pour'd the Nile into my hand. 
The prince of rivers, ocean's eldeft fon : 
jRich of myfelf, I make the fruitful year, 
Kor afk precarious plenty from the fky— — — • 
Throw all my glories open to his view. 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offered, 
I give him this ; and when a Perfian arm 

[Gives him a hwm 
Can thus with vigour its relufiance bend. 
And to the nerve its ftubborn force fubdue i 

4 Then 
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Then let his mailer think of arms— but bring 

More men than yet e*er ponr'd into the field { 

Mean time, thank heaven, onr tide of conqaeft drivei 

A diflterent way, and leaves him ftill a king : 

This to the ?^tf».— — I receive the reft. 

And give the world an anfwer. [ExU Bafiris. 

Mandamb, attended Ij friefit and her vtrgiHS^ is fan 
facrijicing at a diftance. 

An bymn f Is48 it fumg. fki, friefis g§ titf. 

Man DAME, attended hj h^ maidt, advanas* 

Mandanb. 
My morning 4aty to the gods is over. 
Yet ftill this terror hangs upon my foul. 
And faddens ^stry thoaght-— 1 ftlll behdd 
The dreadful image ; llill the threatening fword 
Points at my breaft, and glitters in mine eye. 
But *twas a dream ; no m<»«« My virgins, leave me : 
And thou, great Ruler of the World, be preieat ! 
O kindly (hine on this important hour ! 
This hour determines all my future life. 
And gives it up to mifery or joy. [She ^tdvanau 

Thefe lonely walks, this deep and folemn gloom. 
Where noon-day funs but glimmer to the view. 
This hoafe of tears, and manfibn of the dead. 
For ever hides him from the hated light, 
And gives him leave to groan« 

JWi fum dranjiiSf and Jhe*ws McMnon Jtamng on lis 
/atier'j tonb. 

Was ever fceoc 
• B6 %^ 
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So mournful ! If, my lord, the dead alone 
Are all your care, life is no more a bleifing. 
How could you iliun me for this difmal fhade« 
And feek from love a refuge in defpair ? 

Memnon. 
Why haft thou brought thofe eyes to this fad plate, 
Where darknefs dwells, and grief would figh fecure 
In welcome horrors, and beloved nightj 
Thy beauties drive thy friendly (hades before them. 
And light up day e'en here. Retire, my love ; 
Each joyful moment I would fhare with thee» 
My virtuous maid, but I would mourn alone. 

Manoane. 
What have you found in me fo mean, to hope 
That while you figh, my heart can be at peace } 
Your for rows flow from your Mandane*s eyes. 

MSMNOM. 

O my Mandane ! 

Mandanb. 
Wherefore turn yon from me ? 
Have I offended, or are you unkind ?— ^ 
Ah me ! a fight as ftrange, as pitiful ? 
from this big heart, o'ercharg'd with genVous forrow; 
See the tide working upward to his eye. 
And dealing from him in large filent drops. 
Without his leave !— can thofe tears flow in vain ? 

Memnon; 
Why will you double my diflrcfs, and make 
My grief my crime, by difcompofing you ?— — 
And yet I can't forbear U Alas, my father f 
That name excufes all r'what is not due 

To 
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To that great nanie^ which life or death call pqr ? 

Mandans. 
Speak on» and eafe your laboring hreaft : It fv^ellt 
And finks again ; and then it iwells fo high, 
It looks as it would break. I knojir *tis big 
With romething yon would utter. Oft in yain 
I have prefum*d to afk your moumfal ftory ; 
But ever have been anfwer'd with a frown. 

Memnok. 
O my Maniam ! did my tale concern 
Myfelf alone, it would not lie conceaTd ; 
But 'tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt. 
And therefore *cis unfafe to touch upon it : 
To tell my tale, is to blow off the afhes 
From fleeping embers, which will rife in flames 
At the leaft breath, and fpread deftmdion round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other felf ; 
And, O ! my heart this moment is fo full. 
It burfts with its complaints } and I muft fpeak* 

Mjrisf the prefent queen, was only fifter 
Of great Artaxes^ our late royal lord : 
Bufiris^ who now reigns, was firft of males 
In lineal bipod, to which this crown defcends* 
Not with long circumdance to load my fiery. 
Ambitious Myris firM his daring foul. 
And turn'd his fword againil her brother*s life : 
Then mounting to the tyrant^s bed and throne, 
Enjoy'd her fhame, and triumphed in her guilt. 

Mandane. 
So black a dory wdl might fhuh the day. 

Mbmnon. 
^lif^xis^ friends (a virtuous multiCttde) \^^t\ 
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Were fwept away by baniftment or deaih. 

In throngs, and (kted tke derournig grav^. 

My father-*^-Thiaky Mmnlanh on yo«u' own. 

And pardon me !-— * [fVHfs. 

The tyrant took me, then of tender years, 

And rear'4 me with his fon (a Ton fince dead). 

He vainly hopM, by fhews of guilty kiadneff. 

To wear away the blackne£^ of his crime. 

And reconcile me to my father*! fate ; 

Hence have I long been forc*d to flay my vengeance. 

To fmooth my brew with fmiles, and curb my tongue, . 

While the big woe lies throbbing at my heart.—-' 

Ent§r Ph«ron at a difiance* 

Phbron. [4/Wif.] 
So clofe \ fo loving f-^Here I ftand vnfeen. 
And watch my rivaPs fate. 

M€MNt>V. 

. But thoo, my fair ; 
Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death ; 
Thou yet canil make me blefs'd. 
Mandane. 

As how, my lorii ? 

MiMNON, 

Ah I why wilt thou infuU me ? 

Mandane. 

Memnvn ' ' 

• MiMlfON. 

Speak ! 
Mandanb. 
t^ature forbids j and when I would be^n. 
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She (lifles all my (jpiriUy and I faiot : 
My heart is breaking, but I cannot fpeak* 

let me fly. 

MfiMnow. 
You pierce me to the foal, f iXp/dbf irr« 
Mamdanb, 

1 ipare me for a moment, till my heart 
Regains its wonted force, and I will fpeak ■ 
Pbiron^ yon know, it daily urgent with me, 
Bredu throngk refbrainu, and will not be refofed. 

[Pheron Jhrun a gruH €9mtr9. 
Yet more : The prince, the yoang impetnoiit priace^ 
Before his father feat him forth to war. 
And gare the Mede to his deftrodUve fword. 
Has often taught his tongoe a filken tale, 
Defcended from himfelf, and talk'd of love. ' 
Since lad I faw thee, his licentious paflba 
Has haunted all my dreami—- — 
Thb day the court fliines forth in aU its loflre. 
To welcome her returning warrior home s 
Alas, the malice of our (lars ! 

Mbmmon. 

To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our loves ; 
Be this our bridal night, my life 1«-«y fool ! [Emhracf ' 

Pherom. 
Perdition leize them both ! and have I loy*d 
So long, to catch her in another*s arms ! 
Another's arms for ever ! O the pang ! 
Heart-piercing fight ! — but rage fhall take its tom-«— « 
It ihall be fo---aad let the crime be his 
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Who drives me to the black cxtrcmitf ; 

I fear no farther hell than that I feel. lExifi 

Memnon. 
Trembling I grafp thee» and my anxious heart 
Is ftill in doabt if I may call thee mine. 

blifs too great ! O painful ecftafy ! 

1 know not what to atter. 

Mandane. 

Ah, my lord f 
What means this damp that comes athwart my joy, 
Chaftiiing thas the lightnefs of my heart ?— — * 
I have a father, and a father too, 
Tender as nature ever fram*d. His will 
Should be confulted. Should I touch his peace^ 
I fhould be wretched in my Memnon s arms* 

Memnon. 
Talk not of wrctchednefs. 

Mandanb. 

Alas ! this day 
Firft gave me iMrth, and (which is ilrange to tell) 
The fates e'er fince, as watching its return. 
Have caught it as it flew» and poarkM it deep 
With fomething great ; extremes of good or ilL 

Memnon. 
Why fhonld we bode misfortune to our loves I 
No ; I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 
Of all that happinefs they ravi(h*d from me ; 
Fame, freedom^ father, all return in thee. 
Had not the gods Mandane to beftow^ 
They never would have pour'd fuch vengeance on me ; 
They meant me (bee^ and could not be fevere, 

Sooa 



Ki N o oF Eo v^T. 17 

^oon as nighf s favourable (hades defcend. 
The holy prieft fhall join oar hand^ for ever. 
And life (hall prove but one long bridal-day. 
Till then, in fcencs of pleafure lofe thy grief. 
Or flrike the lute, or fmile among the flowers. 
They'll fweeter fmell, and fairer bloom for thee-— ^ 
Alas ! Tm torn f^om this dear tender fide. 
By weighty reafons, and important calls ; 
Nay, e'en by love itfelf— I quit thee now. 
But to deferve thee more. TJkey embrace^ 

Mandane. 
Your friends are here. [Exit Mand. 
Memnon. 
Excellent creature ! how my foul pants for thee f 
But other paffions now begin their claim i 
Doubt, and difdain, and forrow, and rev^nge« 
With mingling tumult, tear up all my breaft ; 
O how unlike the foftnelTes of love I- 

Enter Syphoces, 
Syphoces. 
Hail, worthy Memnon. 

Memnon, 

Welcome, my i^j/ijtf^^i. 
And much I hope thou bring'fl a bleeding heart; 
A heart that bleeds for others miferies. 
Bravely reg^dlefs of its own, though great j 
That firft of charaders. 

Syphoces. 

And there's a fccond. 
Not far behind; To refcue the diflrefs'd. 
Or die. ^tu^ 
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Memnon. 
Yes, die ; and vifit thofe brave men, 
Who^ from the firft of time, have bath'd their hands 
In tyrants* blood, and grafpM their honell fwords 
As part of their own being, when the caufe, 
The public caufe, demanded* O my friend ! 
How long Hiall Egyft groan in chains ? How long 
Shall her fons fall in heaps without a foe f 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Bufiris^ 
His people's father ! and the Hate's defence ! 
Yet but a remnant of the land furvives. 

Syphocis. 
What havock have I feen ? Have we not known 
A multitude become a morning's prey. 
When troubled teft, or a debauch, hu fonr^d 
The monftct^s temper ? Then 'tis indant death i 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripenM cora 
Before the fweeping fcythe ; not the poor mercy 
To flarve, and pine at leifure in their chains.——* 
Bttt what fre(h hope, that we receive yoor fummont 
To meet you here this morning ? 
Memnon. 

Know, Syfboces, 
'Twas on this day my warlike father's blood. 
So often lavifh'd in his country's caufe, 
And greatly fold for conqueft and renown j 
'Twas on this execrable day, it flow'd 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the duft, and wafti'd a ruffian's feet. 
Thw guilty day returning, roufes all 
My fmother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. 



Whc 
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Where are oar friends f 

6yphoc£s» 

At hand. Rami/es, 
Laft night, when gentle reft o'er nature fpread 
Her ftili commandy and care alone was waking. 
Like a damb, lonely, difcontented, ghoft, 
EnterM my ckanaber, and approached my bed : 
With burfts of paiTton, and a peal of groans. 
He recolledis his godlike brodier*s late. 
The drunken banguet, and the midnight murder. 
And arges vengeance on the guilty prince. 
Such was the fellnefs of his boiling rage, 
Methonght die night grew darker as he frown'd* 

Mbmvov. 
I k|iow ke bears die prince moft dcadlf hate 1 
fittt this will enter dee^ in his foul 1 [Skews m kttir. 
And rouze up ptffons, which till now have fl^ ; 
Murder will look tilce innocence to this. 

H0W9 Memii§nf 

MeMKOW. 
This reminds me of thy face 1 
The queen has courted ^bee with profier*d realms. 
And fought by threats to bend thee to her wiU i 
She languiihet, fiie barns, ihe waftes away 
In firuidefs h(q»es, and dies upon thy name* 

Syphocfs. 
O fatal love ! which, ftung by jealoufy, 
Expeird a life far dearer than my own. 
By curfed posron--^Ah divine Apame ! 
And could the oMsrd'refs hope ihe (hould inherit 
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This heart, and £11 thy place within thefe arms ?— 
But grief ihall yield— Revenge, I'm wholly thine I 

Mbmnon. 
The tyrant too is wanton in his age, 
He (hews that all his thoughts are not in blood ; 
Love claimsits (hare ; he envies poor Rame/es 
The foftnefs of his bed ; and thinks Amelia 
A miftrefs worthy of a monarches arms. 

Syphoces. 
But fee, Rame/es comes ; a fallen gldom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him through the duik^ 

Enter Ramsses, Pueron, and other con/firators* 

Memnok. 
To what, my friend, ihall Memnon bid yon welcome ? 
STo tombs, and melancholy fcenes of death ? 
I bave no cpftly banquets, fuch as fpread .:^ 

Prince Myron\ table, when your brochtr felL 

\To Ramefcs* 
I hare no gilded roof; no gay apartment, 
Such as the queen prepared for thee, Sypboces^ 
Yet be not difcontent, my valiant friends, 
Bufiris reigns, and 'tis not out of feafon 
To look on aught may mind as of our fate ; 
His fword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
Thinks the day loil that is not mark'd with blood, 

Rameses. 
And have we felt a tyrant twenty years. 
Felt him as the raw wound the burning fteel i 
And ate we murmuring out our midnight curfes. 
Drying our tean in corners, and complaining ? 

Our 
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Oar hands are forfeited. — Gods ! flrike them off. 
No hands we need to fallen oar oi/n chains. 
Our maftcrs will do that ; and we want fouls 
To raife them to an ufe more worthy men. 

Memnok. 
Raffles yonr temper at offisnces paft } 
Here then, to fling thee into madnefs. 

[Gives tbi letter. Ramefes rtaii\ 

Rambses. 

Oh! 

Syphoces. 
See how the draggling pailions (hake his fraAe \ 

Rameses. 
My bofom joy, that crowns my happy bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual love. 
Far dearer than my foul \ and fhall my wife. 
The mother of my little innocents. 
Be taken from us ! Torn from me, from mine. 
Who live but on her fight f And ihall I hear 
Her cries for fuccour, and not rufh upon him ? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me, 
And druggies with his littk arms to favc her.— — 
Thefe veins have dill fome gen'rous blood in dore. 
The dregs of thofe rich dreams his wars have drained . 
I'll giv't in dowry with her. 

Pheron. 

WcllicfolvM: 
A tardy vengeance diares the tyrant's giiilt. . 

Rameses. ' -^j. 

Let me embrace thee, P heron i thoa art brai^ ... 
And dod diidaia the coldnels of delay. 
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Curfe on the man that calls Ramefes friend^ 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this ; 
When rage and rancour are the proper virtues. 
And lofs of reafon it the mark of men. 

Mbmkon. 
Thus Tve determine: When the midnight hour 
Lulls this proud pty» and her monarch dreaois 
O/ humbler foes, or his new miftrefs" love. 
Then we will ruih at once, let loofe the terrors 
Of rage pent in, and ftruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow 
Begin and end the war. 
A more aufpicious junfture could not happen. 
The Perfian^ who for years has joined our counfels, 
Stirr'd up the love of freedom, and in private 
Long nurs'd that glorious appetite with gold. 
This morn with tranfport fnatch*d the wiih*d occafion 
Of throwing his refentment wide, an^ now 
He frowns in arms, and gives th* event to fate. 

Ramesbs. 
This hand (hall drag the tyrant from the throne^ 
And ftftb the royal victim on this altar. 

[Pointing to the tomf, 

Mbmnon. 

O juftly thought ! Friends, caft your eyes around s 

All that'moft awful is, or great in nature. 

This folemn fcene prefents ; the gods are here. 

And here our fam*d forefathers* facred tombs} 

Who never brook*d a tyrant in this land. 

Let us not ad^ beneath the grand afferMy I 

The flighted altftn tremble^ and theft tombt 
r . Seni 
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Send forth a peal of groans to urge at on. 
Come then, tarround my father's monomeat. 
And call his (hade to witnefs to your vows* 

Rauescs. 
Nor Ms alone. O all je migKty dead I 
lUoftrioas ihades ! who nightly Mk around 
The tyrant'^ coach, and (hake his guilty ibol ; 
Whether already you converfe with gods. 
Or dray below in melancholy glooms. 
From earthy from air, irom heaven, and even bell. 
Come, I conjofc you, by the prisoner's chain. 
The widow*8 fighing, and die orphan's tears. 
The virgin's (hrieks, the hero's fpouting veins, 
Bf, gods hlafphem'd, and free-born men enflav^. 

Memnon. 
Hear, Jove, and you mod injured heroes, hear. 
While we o'er this thrice- hallow'd monument 
Thus job our hands, and, kneeling to the gods, 
Faft bind oar ibols to great revenge ! 
All. 

Wefwear— «• 
Memnon. 
This night the tyrant and hi& minions bleed. 

Phbrqn. IJ/tde."} 
So, now my foe is taken in the toil. 
And IVe a fecond caft for this proud maid«^-— -^ 
It is an oath well fpent, a perjury 
Of good account in vengeance, and in love. 

Memnon. 
We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
pur eyet alone (^comit thi» grand affa&Uy : 
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A thoufand dnfeen heroes walk among us ; 
My father rifes from his tomb ; his wouncb 
Bleed all afrelh, and confecrate the day : 
He waves his arm, and chides our tardy vengeance : 
More than this world fhall thank us. O my frielids ! 
Such our condition, we have nought to lofe ; 
And great may be our gain, if this be great. 
To crufh a Tyrant, and preferve a State ; 
To ftill the clamours of our fathers' blood. 
To 6x the bafis of the Public good. 
To leave a fame eternal ; then to foar. 
Mix with the gods, and bid the world adore. 



A C T II. S C E N E I. 

S G E N E, 1^^ Palace. 

'^ mugnijiant throne difcoveredy and fi'veral courtiers 
nj^alking to and fro. 

Enter Sy?hoops and Rameses. Zhouts at a dijiance* 

Rameses. ^ 

WHAT means this daft and lutoolc in the court, 
Thefe ftreamcrs footing in the wind, thefe fliouts. 
The tyrant blazing in full infolence. 
And all his gaudy courtiers bafking round him. 
Like poisonous vermin in a dog-day fun ? 

Stphoces,' 
Your father and -prince Myf^» aili Wriv'd, 

And 
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And with one peal of joy the nation rings. 

Rameses. 
Long has my father ferv'd this tyrant king. 
With zeal well worthy of a better caufe. 
Though with his helm he hides a hoary brow. 
Long versM in death, the father of the field. 
At the (hrill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fourfcore years, and fprings upon the foe. 
The tranfport danger gives him, conquers nature. 
And a fhort youth boils up within his veins. 

Syfhoces. 
Behold this way they pafs to meet the king. 

Myron aim/Nicanor pa/s the ftage avitb attendants. 

Rameses. [^Looking on Myron.] 
What pity ^tis that one fo loft in guilt. 
Should thus engage the fight with manly charms. 
And niake vice lovely ! 

Syphoces. 

Pardon me, Ramefis : 
Though to my fie t I muft be ever juft. 
He's gcnVous, grateful, affable, and brave : 
But then he knows no limit to his pafTion ; 
The tempeft-beaten bark is not fo tofs d 
As is his reafon, when thofe winds arife : 
And though he draws a fatal fword in battle. 
And kindles in the warm purfuit of fame, 
Pleafure fubdues him quite ; the fparkling eye. 
And gen'rous bowl, bear down his graver mind. 
While fiery fpirits dance along his veins. 
And keep a conftant revel in his heart. 

VoL.n. C R^vi^^i.^. 
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RaM£8E8. 

But here the tyrant comes ! — With what excefs 
Of idle pride will he receive his Ton ! 
How with big words will he fwell out this conqueft. 
And into grandeur pufF his little tales ! 

Enter King, and afcends the throne i on the other Jid^t 
Enter Mykou and Nicavok, 

King. 
Welcome, my fon ; great partner of my fame ; 
I thank thee for th' increafe of my dominions, 
That now more mountains rife, more rivers Row, 
And more ftars ihine in my flill growing empire. 
The fun himfelf furveys it not at once. 
But travels for the view, whild far disjoined. 
My fubje6ls live unheard-of by each other ; 
Thefe wrapp*d in fhades» whiift thofe enjoy the light; 
Their day is various, but their king the fame. 

MVRON, 

Here, Sir* your thanks are due ; to this •Id arm, 

Whofe nerve not threefcore winter camps unbend. 

You owe your vidory, and I my life. 

When my fierce courfer with a javelin ftuig, 

Firft rear'd in air, thep tearing with a bound 

The trembling earth, plimg'd deep amid ft the foe ; 

And now a thoufand deaths from cvVy fide. 

Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 

7'hrough the throng'd legions, like a tempeft, rujh'd 

This friend, o'er gafping heroes, rolling ftecds. 

And fnatch'd me from my fate; 

BuaiRis* 

I thank thee^ general; 

6 Thtoa 
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Thoa haft a heart that fwetU with loyalty. 
And throws oiF the infediion of thefe times 1 
Bat thy degenerate boy — — 

NiCAKoa. 

No more my foai 

I cat him off; my guilt, my punifliment. 

Look not, dread Sir, on me, through his offences 

O let not that difcoloar all my fervice. 

And ruin thofe who blame him for his crimes t 

BusiRis. 
Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain ; 
Subjeds ihall work my will, or feel my powV 1 
Their difobedience fhall not be my guilt. 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence I 
The land that yields them food, and er^ry fiream 
That flakes their thirft, the air they breathe, is mi«e. 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment 
By due fubmiflioo, a too great return ? 
Death and deftrufUon are within my call— -^ 
But thou fliah flourifh in thy maker's fmile. 
A faithful minifter adorns my crown, 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 

NiCANOR. 

Take but one more, one fmall one, to your favour. 
And then my fours at peace — I have a daughter. 
An only daughter, oow an only child. 
Since her loft brother's folly ; fiie deferves 
The moft a father can for fo much goodnefs : 
Her mother's dead, and we are left alone ; 
We two are the whole hoai^; nor are vtt two i 
In her I live>. the comfort of my age ; 

C a And 
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And if the king extend his grace fo far. 
And take th^t tender blofTom into ilielter, 
Then I have all my monarch can bellow. 
Or heaven itfelf ; but this, that I may wear 
My life*s. poor reitinant ont in your command ; 
Stretch forth my being to the laft in duty. 
And, when the fates ihall fummon, die for you. 

BusrRis. 
Nicancr, know, thy daughter is our care. 

Myron. 
O, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your pow'r, 
And with the monarch furnifh out the friend ! 
^ Art thou not he, that gallant-minded chief, {To Nic. 
Who would not'ftoop to give me lefs than life ? 
And (hall I prove ungrateful ? Shocking thought ) 
He ,that*8 ungrateful, has no guilt but one ; 
All other crimes may pafs for virtues in him. 

NiCANOR. 

What joy my daughter's promised welfare gives jne. 

My lips I need not open to difcover— — — 

Thus humbly let me thank you. 

BusiRis. 

Dry thy tears. 

And follow us ; thy daughter's near our queen. 

And longs, no doubt, to fee thee : Blefs the maid. 

And then attend us on affairs of Hate. . 

I hear, there's treafon near us : Though the flaves 

Fall off* from their obedience, and deny 

That Tm their monarch, I'm Bujiris fUll : 

Colleded in myfelf. 111 fiand alone, 

And hurl my thunder, though I ihake my throne : 

Like 
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Like death, a folitary king I'll reign 
O'er filcnt fubjctts, and a defart plain ; 
Bre brook cheir pride, I'M fpread a gen'ral doom. 
And cw'ry ftep (hall be from tomb to tomb. lExit. 
[Myr* anii Aul. nvbo talltd apie^ advance, 

^ MVRON. 

Her abfent beaaties glow'd upon my mind, 

And fparkled in each thought. She never left me— 

Wou'dil thoa believe it ? In the field of battle, 

In the mid terror, and the flame of fight, 

Mandanet thou haft florn away my foul. 

And left my fame in danger. — My rais'd arm 

Has hang in. air, forgetful to defcend. 

And, for a moment, fpar'd the proflrate foe ■ ■ 

O that her birth rofe equal to my own ! 

Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 

A lawful blifs-— And why not now ? Methinks 

Abfence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 

Enrich'd the maid, and heightened tv^xy charm. 

AULETES. 

She comes ! 

Myron. 
That modeft grace fubdu'd my foul : 
That chaftity of look, which feem to hang 
A veil of pureft light o'er all her beauties. 
And by forbidding, mod inflames, defire. 

Enter Mandane. 
What tender force ! what dignity divine f 
What virtue confccrating ev'ry feature ! 
Aroand that neck, what drofs are gold and pearl ! 
Mandane ! powerful being, whofe firfl fight 

C 3 Gives 
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Gives tne a tranfport not to be exprefsM ; 

And with one mpment over-pays a year 

Of danger, toil, und death, and abfence from thee. 

Mandane, 
My lord, I fopght my father. 

Myron* 

Lem me not i 
IVe much to fay ; much more than you conceive; 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter : 
My breath is fnatch'd ; I tremble ; I expire. i^Jide. 
Nay, here Vll offer tender violence— [Tahs isr bimd. 
May I not breathe my foul upon this hand ? 
When your eyes triumph, and infult my pain« 
Permit me here to take a fmall revenge. 

Mandanb. 
My lord, I am not confcious of my faalt* 

Myron. 
'Tis falfe— I know the language of thofe eyes % 

They ufe me ill— ^ee my heart beat, Mandanti 

Believe not me, but tell yourfelf 'my paffio n 

Is it In art to counterfeit within ? 

To drive the fpirits, and inflame the blood ? 

Each nerve is pierc'd.with lightening from your eye. 

And every puUe is in the throbs of love. 

Mandanb. 
My Icrd, my duty calls ; I tnuft not flay. 

Myron. 
Give me a mpment : I have that to fpeak 

Will burfl me, if fuppreftr O heavenly maid ! 

Thy charms are doub]ed,t — ;*fo is thy difdain— ^^-« 
Who is it \ lell me, who enjoy;S th^ fmiU ? 

There 
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There is a happy man, I fwear there is ; 
I know it by your coldnefs to your friend 
That thought has fix*d a fcorpion on my heart. 

That flings to death And is it poflible 

You ever fpoke of Myron in his abfence. 
Or call at leifure a light thought that way ? 

Mandane. 
I thought of you, my lord, and of my father. 
And pray'd for your fuccefs j nor muft I now 
Neglcft to give him joy. 

Myron. 

Yet ftay'j you (hall not go Ungrateful woman F 

I would not wrong yoar father ; but, by heav'n. 

His love is hatred, if comparM with mine. 

I underftand whence this unkindnefs flows ; 

Your heart rdfents fome licence of my youth. 

When love had touched my brain. You may forgive me 

Becaufe I never (hall forgive myfelf ; 

But that you live, Pd ruih upon my fword. 

If you forgive me, I ihall now approach. 

Not as a lover only, but a wretch 

Kedeem'd from bafenefs to the ways of honour. 

And to my paflion join my gratitude : 

Each tim€ I kneel before you, I (hall rife. 

As well a better, as a happier, man. 

Indebted to your virtue, and your love. 

Mandane. 
I muft not hear you. 

Myron. 
O torment me not ! 

Hear me you muft, and more — Your father's valour, 

C 4 In 
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In the late battle, refcu'd me from death : 

And how (hall I be grateful ! Thou'rt a prlncefs ; ■ 

Think not, Mandane^ this a fudden dart ; 

A flalh of love, that kindles and expires ; 

Long have I weighed it ; fmce I parted hence. 

No night has pafs'd but this has broke my reft. 

And mixM with tw^t^ dream. My fair, I wed thee 

In the matareft counfel of m^ foul. 

Mandane. \^Ajide.'\ 
O gods \ I tremble at the riling (iorm ; 

Where can this end ? 

Myron. 
And do you then defpife xne ? 

Mandane. 
My lord, I want the courage to accept 

What far tranfcends my merit, and for ever 
Mail filently upbraid my little worth. 

Myron. 
Have I forfook myfelf, forgone my temper 
Headlong to all the gay delights of youth, 
And faU'n in love with virtue mod fevere j 
Turn'd fuperllitious, to make thee my friend ? 
Gods J have I ftruggled through the powerful reafons 
That ilrongly combated my fond refolves ? 
Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight j 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conquers ; 
And all to be refus'd, to footh your pride. 
And make my rival fport? 

Mandane. [Kneels.'] 

With patience hear mc— 

Nor let my truft in Mjro^ prove my ruin. 

Myron 
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Myron. 
Diftraftipn ! Art thoa marry'd ? 
Mandane. 

Oh! 

Myron. 
My heart foretold it.*— Ah my foul ! Auletes. [Siuoons, 

AULETES. 

Madani» ^tis pradent in you to withdraw — {Exit Mand. 

Myron. 
I do not live — I cannot bear the light ! 
Where itMandata ? But I would not know. 
She is not niine.— Yet» though not niine in love. 
Revenge, my juft revenge, may overtake her. 
O how I hate her ! Let me know her faults : 
Did the proud maid infult me in diilrefs. 
And fmile to fee me gafping ? Speak, AuUtes, 
Did ihe not ligh ? Sure fhe might pity me. 
Though all her love is now another's right. 

Al/LETBS. 

She figh'd, and wept ; but I removM her from you, 

Myron. 
It was well done— Yet I could gaze for ever. 
And ^d ihe figh ? And did fhe drop a tear ? 
The tears fhe fhed for me are furely mine \ 
And (hall another dry them on thofe cheeks. 
And make them an excufe for greater fojidnefs ? 
Shall I affiil the villain in his joys ? 
No ; I will tear her from him ■ ■ ■ 
I*d grudge her beauties to the gods that gave them. 

Auletes. 
My lordj have temper. 

Myron. 
And another^s paffion 
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Warm on that lip I another's burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely waift for which I die. 
And (he confen^ng, wooing, growing to him I 
What golden fcenes, when abfent, did I feign f 
What lovely pidores did I draw in air t 
What luxury of thought ! An4 fee my fate ! 
Shall then my flave ^njoy her i and I laaguih 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purple. 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold. 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train f * 
What if I dab him ? No— -She will not wed 
His murderer-— I never focm'd a wjih. 
But full fruition taught me to fofget it 
And am I leflen'd by my late fuccefs ? 
And have I loft my conqueft ? Fly, AuleteSf 
And tell hex— — 

AULETBS. 

What, my lord I 
Myron. 



AULETES. 



No bid her— — 

Speak J 



Myrow. 
I know not what— My heart is torn afu^der. 

AVLETES. 

Retire, my lord, and recompofe yourfelf : 
The queen approaches^Ha ! her bofom fwells ; 

[Exit Myr0B» 
Her pale lip trembles ; a diforder'd hade 
Is in her ftcps ; her eyes (hoot gloomy fires— 
When Myris is in anger, happy they 
She calls her friends. 

Enter 
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Enter Queen. 

Queen. 

Juletest Where's the king ? 

AULBTES. 

At council, madam. 

Queen. 
Liet him know I want him. «• [Exit AuL 

Bafe I to forget to whom he owes a crown ! 
Fool ! to provoke her rage, whofe hand is red 
In her own brother's blood I 

Enter King and Phbron. 

King. 

Horrid confpiracy ! 

Pheron. 
This night was deftin'd for the bloody deed. 

KiNe. 
Miftaken Yillains ! if they wifh my death. 

They (hould in pmdence lay their weapons by : 

So jealous are the gods of Egypt's glory, 

I cainnot die whilft flaves are arm'd againft me. 

Hade, Pheron f to the dungeon ; plunge them down 

Far from the hopes of day ; there let them lie 

Banifh'd this world while yet alive, and groan 

in darknefs, and in horror — Lee double chains 

Confume the flefh of Memnons loaded limbs, 

*Till death ihall knock them off— A king's thy friend : 

Nay, more; Bufiris. Go j let that fufficc— — - 

Exit PheR 

Queen. 
My lord, your thought's engag'd. 

C 6 KinG^ 



3^ B U S I R I S, 

King. 

^fFidrs of date 
Detained me from my queen. 

Queen. 

The world may wait : 
IVe a rcqucft, my lord. 

Kino. 

Oblige me with it. 
Queen. 



Will you comply ? 
Your queen ? 



King. 
My queen, my pow'r is yours. 

QuEtN. 



King. 
My queen. 

Queen. 

Indeed, it ihoiild be fo— 
Then fign thefe orders for Amelias death.--^ 
He darts, turns pale, he's finking into earth. i ^ 
Enough ; be gone, and fling thee at her feet ; 
Doat on my (lave, and fue to her for mercy. 
Go ; pour forth all the folly of thy foul ; 
Bat bear in mind, thou giv'll not of thy own : 
Thou giv*fl that kindnefs, which I bought with bloody 
Nor fhall I lofe unmov'd. 

King. 

I wifh, my queen. 

This flill had flept a fecret for thy fake ; 
But iince thy refllefs jealoufy of foul • 

Has been fo fludious of its own difquiet. 
Support it as you may — I own IVe felt 
Amelias charms, and think them worth my love.' 

QuEEir. 
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QUEEK, 

And dar'ft thoa bravely own it too ? O infolt I 
Forgetful man ! *tis I then owe a crown ! 
Thou hadft fUll grovell'd in the lower world. 
And viewed a throne at diflance, had not I 
Told thee thou waft a man, and (dreadful thought !) 
Through my own brother cut thy way to empire ; 
But thou might* ft well forget a crown beftow*d i 
That gift was fmall : I liften'd to thy fighs. 
And raised thee to my bed. 

King. 

I thank you for it : 
The gifts you made me were not caft away : 
I nnderftand their worth : Hufband and King 
Are names of no mean import ; they rife high 
Into dominion, and are big with powV 
Whatever I ^as, I now am king of Egypt, 
And Myris^ lord. 

QUEEN- 

I dream : Art thon Bitfiris f 
Bufiris, that has trembled at my feet ? 
And art thou now my Jove, with clouded brow 
Difpenfing fate, and looking down on Myris f 
Soft thou derive thy fpirit from thy crimes ? 
'Caufc thou haft wrong'd me, therefore doft thou threaten. 
And roll thine eye in anger ? Rather bend. 
And fue for pardon ! — O deteftable ! 
Burn for a ftranger's bed I 

King. 

And what was mine. 
When Myrii firft vouchfaf 'd to fmile on me ? 

Queen.; 
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Queen. 
Diftraftion! death! apbraided for my love !— ^ 
Thou art not only criminal, bat bafe : 
Mine was a godlike guilt : Ambition in it ; 
Its foot in hell, its head above the cloads ; 
For know, I hated when I moft carefsM: 
^Twas not Bufirist but the crown, that charm'd me. 
And fent its fparkling glories to my heart : 
Bat thou canfl foil thy diadem with flaves. 

King. 
Sjpbocis is a king then. 

QUBBN, 

Ha! 

King. 

Let fair 41iy&'tf know the king attends her. [Exit* 

Queen. 
Go, tynmt, go, and wifely, by thy fliame, 
Prqpare ihy way to rain : 1*11 o'eruke thee. 
Living or dead; if dead, my ghoft fhall rife. 
Shriek in thy ears, and ftalk before thine eyes ; 
In death, 1*11 triomph o'er my rival's charms, 
' And chill thy blood, when dafp'd within her amis i 
Alone to fuffer is beneath the Great ; 
Tyrant, thy torment fhaU fappoft nay State. {Exit^ 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

SCENE, rbi GeneraPs Houfe. 

Smtir thi Kmo. 

King. 

HERE dwvllt my ftubborn ftir : 111 footh ier pridc^ 
And Ity aft humbUd monarch at her feet : 
But let her w^ eonfider ; if ihe*^ flow 
To welcome blifs^ and dead to glorj^s charmt» 
Then niy refentment rifes in proportion 
To this high grace extended to my flave. 
And tarns the force of her own charms againft hert 
Monarchs may coart, bnt cannot be denyM. 

\Entir the QuBEK, wltdi 
Amilia^ dry thy tears, and lay afide 

That melancholy veil — ^- Ha ! M^ris i 

Queen. 

Myris t 
A name that (hould like thunder (hike thine ear. 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place : 
But wherefore doH thou think I meet thee here f 
Not with mean iighs, and deprecating tears. 
To humble mie before thee, and increafe 
The number of thy flaves, in hope to break 
Thy reiblutioQ, and a^erc thy crime ; 
But to denounce, if ikoa (hah dare perfidy 
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The vengeance due to injar'd heav'n and me : 
And by this^ warmog^ double thy offence : 
Think, think of Vengeance ; 'tis the only joy 
Which thou haft left me ; I*m no more thy wife, 
Nor queen ; but know I am a woman ilill. 

EmUk Auletes. 

AULETE». 

May all the gods wat^h o'er your life and empire. 
And render omens vain ! So fierce the ftorm. 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations fhakes» 
And fuch unheard-of prodigies hang o'er us. 
As make the boldeft tremble : See the moon 
Robb'd of her light, difcolpur'd, without form. 
Appears a bloody fign, hung out by Jo^vi, 
To fpeak peace broken with the fons of men ; 
The Nik, as frighted, fhrinks within its banks ; 
And as this hour I pafs'd great Jfis^ temple, 
A fudden flood of lightening ruih'd upon it. 
And laid the ihrine in a(hes. 

Xing* 

O mighty Ifij / 
Why all thefe figns in nature ? Why this tumult 
To tell me I am guilty ? If my crown 
The fates demand, why, let them take it back : 
My crown, indeed, I may refign ; but O I 
W ho cam awake the dead ? — — - 
'Tis hence thefe fpedres fhock my midnight thoughts. 
And nature's laws are broke to difcompofe me ; 
'Tis I that whirl thefe hurricanes in air. 
And ihake the earth's foundations with my guilt. 
O Myrisf give me back my innocence, 

QUEEK. 



K I N o of E G y p T. 4* 

Queen, 
I boaght it with an empire. 

' KingI 

Cheaply fold ! 

Why didft thou urge my lifted arm to ftrike 

The pious king, when my own heart rccoil'd ? 

Queen. 
Why did you yield when urgM, and by a woman ; . 

You that are vain of your fuperior reafon. 

And fwell with the prerogative of man ? 

If you fucceed, our coanfel is of nought ; 

You own it, not accepted, though enjoy'd ; 

But ileal the glory, and deny the favour: 

Yet if a fatal confequcnce attend, 

Then we're the authors ; then your treachVous praifc 

Allows us fenfe enough to be condemned. 

King. 
'Tis prudent to diflemble with her fury, 

And Wait a fofter feafon for my love. [^fi^i* 

Bid Ifis prieds attend their king's devotions ; 

111 footh witK facrifice the angry pow'rs ; 

Swift to my dungeons, bid their darkfome wombs 

Give up the numerous captives of my wars ; 

Ten thoufand lives to heaven devoutly pour ; 

Nor let the facrcd knife grow cool from blood. 
Till fevenfold NtU, infeded with the ftain. 
In all his dreams flows purple to the main. [Exit* 

Queen. 
Thin artifice I I know the facrifice 
You moft intend— But! will dafh your joys ; 
Thou, victim, and thy goddefs, both fhall feel me. 

AULETES. 
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AULETIS. 

Madam^ the prince. 

QUEEK. 

And is he ftill afflided ? 

AULET£8. 

It grieves yoar faithful fervant to relate it : 

He draggles manfully ; but all in vain : 

Sometimes he calls in mafic to his aid : 

lie ilrives with martial drains to fire his blood. 

And rouze his foul to battle 

Then he relapfes into love again. 

Feeds the dlfeafe, and doats upon his ruin. 

Queen. 
Why feeks he here the caufe of all his forrow ? 

Auletss. 
He feeks not here Mundane^ but her father ; 

For friendfhip is the balm of all our cares. 

Melts in the wounds and foftens every fate. 

\Martial Mufic^ 

Enter Mtron, at a dt fiance* 

QUEEV. 

Heavens ! wJiat a glory Mazes from his eye ! 

What force, what majefly, in ev'ry motion^ 

As ^t each flcp he trod upon a foe f 
Myron. 

O that this ardour would for ever lafl ! 

It fliaU ; nor will I corfe my being more ; 

Chained kings, and conquered kingdoms, are before me; 

rU bend the bow, and launch the whillling fpear, 
\^ound o'er the mountains, plunge into the ilream, 
^Where thickeft faulcbions gleam^ and hetmeu blaze. 

$ ru 
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ni number my own tetrt among my fbfs. 

And conqaer-ity or die. * [ExiV. 

QUIEN. 

The thoaghts of war 
Will foon diflodge the fair one from his breaft— 
But this has broken in on my inten t ■ ■ ■■■■ 
I would remind thee of my late comnunds. 

AULBTES. 

Madam, *ti8 needlefs to remind yoar flave-— • 
At dead of night I fet the prisoners free. 

QvEfiM. 

Yes, fet the prisoners free — 'tis great revenge i 

Soch as my foul pants after It becomes me, 

O it will gall the tyrant ! fkab him home ; 
And if one fpark of gratitude farvives. 
Soften Sjphocis to my foft defire : 

The tyrant's torment is jny only joy ; 

Ye gods ! or iet me ^leriih, or deftroy ; 

Or rach^ iboilh ; ibf whathas life to .boaft 

When Ttoe is tafteleis grown, and vivtue loft I 

Glory and wreakh I call upon in yaio, 
, Nor wealth, nor g^oiy, can appeafemy pain ; 

My every joy upbraids me wich my guilt. 

And triumphs tell me facred blood is ^ilt. [J?;r//Qu. 

£/r/^r Myron. 

Myron. 
The Ibini^ images ^f war are fied. 

The fainting trumpets laaguiCh in mine ear. 

The banners fujrrdi 'ftnd all the fprightly blaze 

Of bur&iih'd armour, like the fetting fun, 

Infenfibly is vanifh'd from my thought ; 
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No batde» fiege, or florm> fuflain my foul 
In wonted grandeur, and fill out my bread : 
But foftnefs ileals upon me, melting down 
My rugged heart in languifhments and fighs> 
And pours it out at my Mandaniz feet-— 
I fee her e'en this moment Hand before me. 
Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold : 
I have her here ; I clafp her in my arms j 
And in the madnefs of exceffive love, 
Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tendernefs. 

AULETES. 

My lord, too much you cherilh this delufion : 
She is another's. 

Myron. 
Do not tell me fo : 
6ay rather ihe is dead : Each heav'nly charm 
Turn'd into horror ! O the pain of pains 
Is when the fair one, whom our foul is fond of. 
Gives tranfport^ and receives it from another I 
How does my foul burn up with fhrong deiire ; 
Now fhrink into itfelf I Now blaze again f 
1*11 tear and rend the firings that tye me to her : 
If I flay longer here, I am undone. 

Js he is goings Enter Nicanor. 

NiCANOR. 

My prince, and, fince fuch honours you voucbfafe. 
My friend ! I have prefum*d upon your favoiir ; 
This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night 
I dedicate to joys, which ever languifh, 
If you refufe to crown them with your prefence. 

Myron. 
Nicanor^ I wa/warm on other thoughts— 7 Ni- 
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NiCANOR. 

I am ftill near you in the day of danger. 
In toilfome marches, and the bloody field. 
When nations againfl nations cla(h in arms, 
And half a people in one groan expire ; 
Why am I, with your helmet, thrown aiide* 
Call off, and afelefs, in the hour of peace f 

Myron. 
Since then you prefs it, I mull be your gneft 

Methinks I labour, as I onward move, j^fiJe^ 

As under check of fome controuling pow'r. 
What can this mean ? Wine may relieve my thoaghts. 
And nairth and converfe lift my foul again. [Exeunt. 

The back Scene dra^wsy and Jheius a banquet. 

Enter Mandanb, ricbiy drejfed. 

Mandanb. 
It was this day that gave me life ; this day 

Should give much more, fhould give me Mewmon too : 

But I am rivard by his <:hains ; they clafp 

The hero round (a. cold, unkind, embrace \) ; 

And but an earneft of far worfe to come : 

While he, my foul, in dungeon -darknefs closM, 

Breathes damp unwholfome fteams, and lives on poifon, 

I am compeird to fuffer ornaments. 

To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems ; 

To put on all the (hining guilt of drefs. 

When 'tis almoft a crime that I ftill live : 

Thefe tyts^ which can t diffemble, pouring forth 

The dreadful truth, are honeft to my heart ; 

Thefe robes, O Memnon ! are Mandaneh chains. 

And load, and gall, and wring, her bleeding hearf. 



46 B U S I R I S,. 

Enter Mykoix, Nicaror, Aul^tbs, ifc. Tbiy takg 
their places* 

NiCANOR, 

Sound louder, fotrad, and waft my wi(h to heaven. 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my prayV; 
For ever (hine propitious on my daughter : 
Protefl her, profper her; and when Tm dead. 

Still blefs me in Matulane^s happinefs ! 

[The bo^l goes round. Mujic^ 
Hade, call my daoghter ; none can taHe of joy 
Till fhe, the miftrefs of the feafl, is with us. 

A fervant hrtngs Nicanor « letter: He reads it. 

The king's commands at any hour are welcome. 

Myron. 
Not leave us, g^nertl ? 

Nicanor. 
Ha ! the king here writes me, 

Thedifconteoted populace, that held, 
0*er midnight bowls, their d^fperate cabals. 
Are now in bold defiance to his power : 
Amid the terrors of this ftormy night, 
Ev'n now they deluge all yon weftern vale. 
And form a war, impatient for the day : 
The fpreading poifon too has caught his troops^ 
And the revolting foldiers (land in arms 
MixM with feditious citizens. 

Myron. 

Your call is great. 

Enter Mandane. Myron Jlarts from his feat in 
diforder. . 

Mandane^ [Afide^ 
OMamcnf how ihall I become a banquet. Sup- 
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Suppreiii my forrow, and comply with joy ? 

Sevo-eft fate ! Am I denyM to grieve ? 

NicANoa. 
Be comforted, my child : I'll foon return. 

Why doft thou make me blu(h ? I feel my tears 
Run trickling down my cheek. 

MvaoN. [Jfide to Auletes.] 

I mull away : 
Her fmiles were dreadful, but her tears are death* 
I can no more : I fink beneath her charms^ 
And feel a deadly ilcknefs at my heart. 

NiCANoa. 
Your cheek is pale : I dare not let you part : 
You arc not well ■ 



Myron. 

A fmall indiipodtion : 
I foon (hall throw it from me— Farewel, general ; 
Conqueft attend your arms. 

NlCANOR. 

You (hall not leave 
Yoar fervant^s roof ; *ti8 an unwholfome air. 
And my apartment wants a gueft. 
Myron. 

Nicaxor, 
If health returns, I fhall not prefs my couch , 
And hear of diftant conquers ; but overtake thee ; 
And add new terror to the front of war. 

NiCANOR. 

M ;i 1 i n ,01 are a guardian to my child : 
Let her not mifs a father in my abfence ; 
She*& all my foul holds dear. 

Both. \^Embraci»^,] ] 
Farewel. FareweU Ni- 
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NiCANOR nuaits on Myron off the fiage^ and returns. 

NiCANOR. 

My child, I feel a tendernefs at heart 
I never felt before: Come near, Mandane\ 
Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father ■ ■ 
Thy dying mother with her clay-cold hand 
Prefs'd mine ; then, taming on thee her faint eye. 
Let fall a tear of fondncfs, and expir'd-— 
I cannot love thee well enough ; her grace 
Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 
Let me embrace you both— My heart overflows— ^ 
If I fhould fall — Thy mother*s monument—— 
But I (hall kill thy tendernefs — ^No more : 
Nay, do not weep ; J (hall return again. 
And with my deareft child fit down in peace. 
And long enjoy her goodnefs. 

Mandanb. 

If the gods 

Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you will. 

NiCANOR. 

Farewel, my only care ; my foul is with thee ; 
Regard your/elf ^ and you remember me, * [Exi 

Enfer Mykoh anJ Av let rs. 

Myron. . 
No place can give me eafe ; my reftlefs thought. 
Like working billows in a troubled fea, 
Toffes me to and fro ; nor know I whither. 
What am I, who, or where ? — Ha ! where indeed ! 
But let mc paufe, and a(k myfelf again, 
. If I am well awake— Impetuous blifs ! 

My 
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My heart leaps ap ; my mounting fpirits blaze ; 
My foul is in a tempell of delight I 

AVLSTES. 

My lord, yon tremble, and your tyti betra/ 

Strange tumults in your breaft. 

Myron. 

What hoar of night ? 

AULETBS, 

My lord, the nightV far fpent. 
Myron. 

The gates are barrM, 
And all the houlhold is composed to reft ? 

AULETES. 

All : And the great Nicanor% own apartment. 
Proud to receive a royal gueft, expeds you. 

Myron. 
Perdition on thy foul for naming him ? 
Nicanor / O I never (hall Qeep more ! 
Defend me ! Whither wander'd my bold thoughts ! 
Broke loofe from reafon, how did they run mad I 
And now they are come home all arm'd with (lings. 
And pierce my bleeding heart—— 
I beg the gods to difappoint my crime ; 
Yet almoil w!fh them deaf to my deiire : 
I long, repent ; repent, and long again ; 
And every moment differs from the laR. 
I mud no longer parley with deflruflioh : 
Auletes^ feize me ; force me to my chamber; 
There chain me down, and guard me from myfclf : 
Hell rifes in each thought ; His time to fly. Exeunt* 

Enttr Mandane anil Rambses. 

Rameses. 
I hope your fears have giv*n a falfe alarm; 

Vol. II. D WkV*, 
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YoaVe heard my freqiien^ VifioiM^ «be night ; 
Yoa know my father's nbfenoe, Myren's paffion : 
Jail now \ met hhn ; Vtldy figlft hte^Md ; 
Then with fach ardent eyes hie wahd^r^d o'er tre» 
And^az'd with fnch malignity of love. 
Sending his foul out to me, in a look 
So fiercely kind, I trenibled, and retir^L 

f^ ibwes my frknds (which, as I have Informed yoa 
The queen to tgi&U the tyrant 4ias fet fjwe) 
Are lodg*d within your call ; th' appointed iignal, 
Jf danger Ihf^iiilf^lMy Mngs them toyonr ftfeue* 

'MArTTDAl^B. 

Where arc they ? 

*RAfin!8B«. 

In the hall -beneath ytir chamber : 
MeMmi-^l^^h Wamiiig ; M& pravidiog 
For your cfoape bdib^re the morolqg dawn : 
The reft ItaVtBOfs, f^aHng to be ^nown. 
Have ventured thro' the ftreets-fbr your .proiediiMi. 

MlANDAKE. 

Aufpicious turn ! then I again am happy. 

jRambses. 
Aufpicious turn indeed ! and what'compleafts ^ 

The happinefs, the bafe man that betray 'd us 
This arm laid low : I watch'd him from the king ; 
I took him warm, while he, with lifted brow, 
Confefs'd high thought, and triumphed in his mien : 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 
•Tis late ; refrefli yourfelf with Wep, iMdWdane. 

[Exit Mandane. 
So, 
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\o, *tis reToWi, if Hfyrtn daits attemj^ 
>o black a crSliie» it jdHfies the blow : 
He dies'; and my poorbrotlier't ghoft (hall finile. 
rhis way he bends hit ftep«: I hate his fight ; 
lad (hall till death has made it lorely to me. lEffHi 
Enter MvaoH om^ Auleteb. ^--^ 

Myron. 
D how this paffion, like a whirlpool, drives me^ 

Yith^iddy* rapid motion, round and round, 

'. know not where> and draws in ^ my fool ! 

'. reafoh oitich ; botiieafon about her; 

Vnd wheie (he is, all reafondies before her ; 

\nd arguments but tell me I am conquered.— ^ 

»o black the night, as if nolbre^er (hone 

n all the wide t^anfe; theitght'oiog's fla(h 

{ut (hews the ^rknefs ; and the burfting clouds 

¥ith peals of thonder feem to rock the laiid : 

>Iot beads of pr^ dare now from (belter roam» 

^ot howl in dens, and make the fof€ft groan. 

Vhat then ami? A monHer, yetmorefdl. 

Than haunts the wilds ?— -I am, and threaten more: 

Ay bread is darker than this dreadful night, 

Vnd feels a fiercer temped rage within. 

mnft-— I will— -This leads me to her chamber--* 

)id not the raren croak ? {;Starting: 

AuLETBS. 

I bear her not. 

Mtron. 
\y heaven, methidcs earth trembles under me.«^ 

Lwake, ye fttries, you^are wanting to me; 

) fim(h me in UL; O lake «ie*whole ; 

JD a Oil 
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Or gods confirm me good, witheut allay,* 
Nor leave me thus at variance with myfelf ; 
Let me not thus be dafh'd from fide to fide— 
The old man wept at parting, knecPd before me. 
Confided in me, gave her to my care. 
Nor long fincc favM my life — And doubt I fiill ? 
Vm guilty of the fadl ; here let me lie. 
And rather groan for ^ver in the duft. 
And Hoat the marble pavement with my tears, 
Than rife into a monfter. IF/hgs him/elf d 

Maud AHE,' faj^ng at a diftana^ /peaks to a ferva 

Mandane. 

Well, obferve mc. 
Before the rifing fun my lord arrives. 
To feal our vows ; the holy prieft is with him : 
Watch to receive them at the weilern gate. 
And pvvately condu£l them to my chamber. [. 

MvRON. [Starting up."] 

torment ! racks ! and flames ! then me expeds 1 

With open arms I Am I call out for ever ; 

For evermuftdefpair, unlefs I fnatch 

The prefent moment ? She is all prepared ; 

Her wi(hes waking, and her heart on fire ! 

That pow'rful thought fweeps heav'n and hell befo 

And lavs all open to the prince of Egypt ; 

Born to enjoy whatever he defires. 

And flipg fear, anguiih, and remorfe, behind him 

1 fee her midnight drefs, her flowing hair. 
Her flacken'd bofom, her relenting mien. 
All the forbidding forms of day flung off 
For yielding foftnefs— O I*m all confafion I 

II 
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I (hiver in each joint f Ah f fhe was made 
To juflify the blackeft crimes, and gild 
Ruin and death with her deHradUve charms. 

AULETES. 

Yoall force her then ? 

Myron. 

Thou villain bat to think it. 
No ; ril folicit her with all my pow'r ; 
Conqueft and crowns Aiall fparkle in her fight : 
If fhe confent, thy prince is blefs*d indeed. 
Takes wings, and towVs above mortality ; 
If (he refill, I put an end to pain. 
And lay my breathlefs body at her feet. 

M A N O A N B, faffing at a diftanct to her chamber^ 
Myron mats her. 

Mandane. 
Is this well done, my lord ? 

Myron. 

Condemn me not 
Before yon hear me: Let this pofture tell yoa» 
I^m not fo gnilty as perhaps yoar fears. 
Year commendable, modeft fears, fufpefl : 
Nay, do not go ; you know not what you do ; 
I woa*d receive a favour, not conilrain it ; 
Return, or good Nicanor^ beft of fathers* 
Shall charge yon with the murder of his friend. 

Mandane. 
And dare you then pronounce that facred name. 
And yet perfift I Were you his mortal foe. 
What could your malice more ? 
Myron. 

O, fair Mandam ! 
D 3 ] 
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I know my fault ; I know your virtue too^; 

But (uch the violence of my diforderi 

That I dare tempt e*en you : Metbinks that guilt 

Has fomething lovely which procjiaimt your pow'r— ^ 

But touch me with your hand* I di# with Uifs^ 

Why fwells your eye ? By beav'a, I'd rather fee 

AU nature oiouni» than you let fall a tear* 

I own I*m mad ; huti am mad*of lov^ : 

Yon can't condema me more, than I m^nfelf ; 

In that we are agreed ; A^ree in alK 

Condemn, but pity me ; refent, but yield ; 

For, O, I burn, I rave, I die^ with lore! 

Mavdamb* 
e Sir! ■ > 

Mvaotf. 
Nay, do not weep fo ; it will kill me : 
This moment, while I fpeak, my eyes are datkmi'd »^ 
I cannot fee thee ; and my tremUing limbs 
Refufe to bear their wefght ; all left of life 
Is that I love : W kve was in ow powV, 
The fault were nunei Onfo. iiQr, you muft cosip!/. 
How god- like to beflow more heav'nly joys 
Than you can- think, and I ftipport, and'Hve f 

O, how can you; abjifo your (acred reafou. 
That partlde of heaw'nv tbae foul ef Jo^<^ 
To varnifli o'er, and paint, £0 black a crime ! 
Oprinco?— — , 

Myron. 
"What {2iy%M9in4»tt0f 

Mahdan». 

Sir, obferve me: 
My 
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My barfting iigb«». aii4 c^vcr.ftrqainiiig tean» 
Your noble nature h^l ^ith pity fepo ; 
But would thfii^ qo( wQJ^k 4eepar ip yaqr ibiUi 
Weire yoii.CQii(irinc*d my forrows flow for you? 
FoK you, xoy lord, tlMsy flow ; for I. am iiife 
(I know yo^i^a^ fii/prie'd) : Tbey Row. fgryoq ; 
Ifycon^ vo;^ fajthtrs frunii Vky prince, i»/.^ir^.— 
MyrMy my guardian god, attempts n>y pea^re^ 
And need X further reafon for thefe tears f 
Nature affords no objedt of concern 
So great, as to bc^d a, gea*rq^s xuipd, 
'^Driv'n by s^ fiiddqn g^ft, and ds^'d on guiU-^- 
*Tis bafe ; you cuigb^ npt : ' lis. impr^i^caU.e ; 
You cannot — Hs^9( aq^^fiity yoiv clvQW ; 
Nor let one moment of def eatqd gi4it^ 
Of ^Muje^ b^<|nie^, overcbrott cb^ ^lory 
Your wbole illuftriouft bfc baa dearlj^ bought. 
In toilfome marches, and in fickls of blood. 

Enfir AutfiT^s,. and fertumts. 

Aui^iTES^ 
My lord, your life's beCsc \, the room beneath 

Is thjTQng'd wiA ruffians, which but w^it the (ignal. 

To ru(b and Ibeatb their daggers in your heart. 

MxaoM. 
Betray'd ! Curft {brcerrfa i it was a plot. 
Concerted by them all, to take my life, 
And thid the baic (o temj^t me to the. tQil. 
She dies-r— * 

AUL^XES. 

No; firft enjoy, then murder her - * 
Traft to mjT condua, and yoa (till are faCe*^ 

D 4 Tbey 
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They all are mafk'd : I have iliy vizor too ; 
But time is fhort ; for once confide in me. 
You, Sir, for fafety, fly to your apartment ; 

[To tht prince. 
You bear Mandane to her dofet — You [7i fervants. 

Speed to this Southern gate, and burft it open. 
\^As the fer^ants feize Mandane, Jhe gives the fgnaU 
She is borne off* ' 

Enter Rameses and con/fir ators, majk^d. 
Rameses. 
The villain fled ? Perdition intercept kirn! 
Difperfe ; fly feveral ways; let each man bear 
A fleady point, well levelled at his heart : 
If he efcapes us now, fuccefs attend him \ 
May he for ever triumph ! 

As they fafi the ft age in confufiotft AuLBTBl enters 
tnajk'd among them* 

AutETES. 

Ha ! Why halt you ! 

Purfue, puifoe; e'en now I faw the monftcr. 
The villain Myron, with thcfe eyes I faw him. 
Bearing his prize fwift to the Weftcrn gate : 
There, there, it burft. [A noife vjithout. 

All. 

Away ; purfue. 
AuLETES, {Without. '\ 

'Tis done ; 
Advance the mafly bar ; and all is fafe : 
$tand here, and with your lives defend the pafs. 
Enter Myron. 
Myron. 
I fhall at lead have time for vengeance on her, 

And 



-K I N o of E G y p T. 57 

then I care not if I die* Barbarians ! 

ir fwords are pointed at my life ! *Tis well I 

[ will give them an excufe for murder ; 

I, fuch a caafe—* Off love, and foft compafTion ; 

den each finew of my heart to fteel : 

lo, what done will (hock myfelf, and thofe 

3in time fets fartheft from this dreadful hour. 

Enter Mahd AU Li forced in ly Auletes. 
Mandane. 
all the pow*r8 that can revenge a falihood, 
innocent from any thoughts of blood. 

Myron. 
y then your champions here in arms ? Tis falfe. 

Mandane. 
f let my life fofiice yon for the wrong 
t charge upon me f O my royal mailer ! 
fafety from all ill ! my great defender ! 
did my father but infult my tears, 
i give me to your care to fuffer wrong ; 
[ me, bat not your friend, but not my father ; 
loves us both, and my fevere diftrefs 
1 fcarce more deeply wound him than your guilt. 

[Myron ijcalks fajponately at a dijlance. 
Myron. 
res, are you fwwn againft me ? Stop her voice, 
1 bear her to my chamber. 

Mardane. 

OSirf O Myron! 
lold my tears — Here I will fix for ever — 
clafp your feet — and grow into the earth- 
rut me, hew me — give to ev'ry limb 

D 5 A 
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A feparate death-— but fpsre my fpodiefeviMst ;— • 
But fpare my f«ne— You wound te^diftant ag«s-«^ 
And thro^ all time my memory wtU bleed'. 

M y MW . [ As fir^tmts fhrce in Mtfidaiio.} 
DiHraAioirl Ail the pains of koU aro on ne \ 
Makdane. [She is home ^."j 

Memnon! O my lord !-^my lil'&! where art thou ? 
[Myron txfrejfei fidden pajpon and furprize : Stands 

aiAihiU fixed in afionijhmtnt ; then J^eaks* 
Myron. 
As many accidents concur to work 

My paflions up to this unheard-of crime* 

As if the gods defign^d it — be it then , 

Their fanlt* not mmt-^Memnon I Said (he not Mmnn? 

My heart begaa u> fiagger ; V^t 'tii ovcr-^ 

Heav*n blaft ma, i£ I thought it pofible 

1 could be ftiil au>re curfl-i-Thathatod dog*, 
Her lord, her life f — ^I tjiank her for my oui^ 
Of all remorf<? and j^ity ; 4hM b93 l^t m«i 
Without, a check* and thrown tdi^ lQctfen.*d. xeio^ 
On my wild pafTion to run bedbug on, 

Aod^ inherxi)ia, quench a double, fire ;. 

The blended rage q£ vengeaof^e and of love. 
Deftrudion full of traafport ! Lo, I come. 
Swift on the wing, to meet my «flMUi doDjA^s 
I know the danger, and. I know the ihani.^ 
But^ like our Phcenix, io fo rich a flame 
I' plunge triumphant my devoted head, 
And doat on death in that luxurious bed* 



/ 
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Entir Myron in tbi utmefi dij^rdar^ han^headti^ nuithcut 

HEnceforth kt m sua tioft At firft U3k A^ 
Of giuH ; it hangs Qpoi» a gcccif^tce^ 
"Wliofc ftce|r 4efc«ii m bft pesditioii eodt» 
How far am i }^ng*d down be)FOiHl aH tikougkt 
Which I this evening fram-d ^^«-^Bat be it fo : 
Confummate horror f gailt beyond a mun«F 
Dare nQt» my foul, repeM ; in tkee repentance 
Were lecond guilt, and thou blafphem'ft juft heav^ 
By hoping mercy. Ah ! my pain win ceafe 
When gods want powV to pBnifii.-*-Ha ! the dawii-« 
Rife never more, O fun ! kt night prevail ; 
Eternal darknefs dofe the world'^ wide fcene. 
And hide me from Nicwnr and myittVl 
Who's there I lEnter Aiiletea^ 

AVLRTP*. 
j^y Lord ? 

My;ron. 
» AultUi ? 

AULETES. 

Guard your liAx 
The hottfe i» rou3*((| ihe ftrvftiil» all atann'd i 
The gilded tttpet » dact fi^e<n> room to room ^ 

l>> 6 Me 
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Solemn confufion, and a trembling hafle, 
Mixt with pale horror, glares on ev*ry face ; 
The ftrcngthen'd foe has rufli'd upon your guard. 
And cut their paflage thro' them to the gate ; 
Implacable Rame/ls leads them on. 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood: 

Myron. 
Why, let them come ; let in the raging torrent : 
I wi(h the world would rife in arms againft me ; 
For I mud die ; and I would die in ftate. 

The doors are hurft open: Servants pafs the ft age in tut/tuhz' 
Rameses, Wf. purfue Myron's guards over the ft age \ 
thin Rameses ^ff^SYPUOCEs enter^ meeting. 

Rameses. 
Where is the prince ? 

Sykoces. 

The monfler dands at bay : 
We can no more than (hut him from efcape, 
Till farther force arrive. 

Rameses.. 

O ray Syphoces ! 

Syphoces. 
This is a grief; but not for words. 

Does ihe flill live ? 

Rameses. 

She lives !— but O how blefs'd 
Are they which are no more ! By Health I faw her ; 
Caft on the ground in mourning weeds (he lies ; 
Her torn abd loofen'd ireffes fhade her round 5 
Thro' which her face, all pale, as (he were dead. 
Gleams like a fickly moon ; too great her grief 
Jfw words or tears ! but ever and anon« 

After 
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After a dreadful, ftill, iniidious calm, 
Colle£ling all her breath, long, long fapprefs*d. 
She fobs her foul out in a lengthened groan* 
So fad, it breaks the heart of all that hear» 
And fends her maids in agonies away. 

Syphoces. 
O tale, too moarnful to be thought on 1 

Rameses. ^ 

Hold ; 

No, let her virgins weep ; forbear, Syphoaj; 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge ; 
Difpatch your letters j Til go comfort her. 

[^J /errant /peaks afide to Ramefes. Exit Syphoces. 
And has fhe then commanded none approach her ? 
I*m forry for it ; but I cannot blame her. 
Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 
All offered cure into a new difeafe : 
It (bans our love, and comfort gives her pain. 

Ri'inter Syphoces. 

Syphoces. 
Tour father is returned ; redundant JV/7/, 
Broke from iu channel, ovcrfwells the pafs. 
And fends him back to wait the waters fall. 

Rameses. 
And is he then returned ? — I tremble for him.- 
I fee his white head rolling in the du(l : 
Sut hafle j it is our duty to receive him. [^^''# 

Enter Myron. 

Myron. 
I feel a pain of which i am not worthy ; 
A pain, an anguiih, which the honeft maa 

Alon^ 



Alone defenres.-— Is il net wdfldraue ftrM^ep 
That I, wbo fttW^^d th^ v«r)^Koart of nature. 
Should have Ciiimving ongktt of man about nte? 
And yet, I know not llovr, of g r atiiufc 
And friendfhip dill tile ftubborii. fparks ftmrlre ; 
And poor Nicanor\ toroient^ ^crce m/ foul. 
ConfuHon I he's return'd— [Starting. 

Enter Nicakor. 
NicANOR. [Adtv,ii^inf to. vnirafie Myroa.J 

Mx pan«c— 
Myron. [^Tt^rHh^ afidf% tkn4 bidinf bu faii*1 

My friend— 

NlCANOI^. 

I internipt yon, Sir 

My RON. [Smiting bis hrfftJI.'] 
I had thee there : 
Before thou c^m'ft, my thoughts were bent apon thee* 

Nicakor. 
O Sir» you are too kind I- 

MYR0IL. {JAfe-l 

De^h ! iQPtures ! UU! 

What fays my pritice. ? 

Myrqw. 

A f»x44e.n pain, 

To which I'm fubjip^^, fUuck acrofi my heart : 

JTisp^j rmwcll^^in. 

NiCANOR. 

Hewn'Rguard your health i 
M,yiu)ii. 
j)oft thou then wiAiii? 

Am I then diftrulled ? 
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Then, when I fkf^i jonr life, I 4it tie haft 

I e'er woa'd do to fer?e 700. 

Myroit. 

BarkMDOii warn} 

NiOAKOR. 

What have I done, my prince? which way offended ? 
Has not my life, my foRl, been yoors f 
^ Mtrm. 

QJiI-^h!^ 

"By heaven, I'm wron^'d ! fpeak, and Til clear myfelf. 

Myrion. 
Tm poifon and deftrnAion ; curfe thy godi ; 
IMl kill thee In compaffion.— O my brain f 
Away, away, away t [SJ^o^e^ himfr^m him^ ift^g* 

NlQANOR. 

Do, kill^RM, prkieR 1 1 
Yon (hall not go; I do demand the cauie. 
Which h4s pm C^rtKthy band againft thy father f 
For, thtts provoked. Til do myCcJf the juftice. 
To tell thee, youth, that 1 deferve thax n^pe i^ 
Nor have thy parents lov*d. thee more than I. 

Myroh. 
I hear (hem ; they are <ki me*— Loofe thy hQld^ 
Or I will plant my dagger i^ thy breaft. 

NiCANOR. 

Your d^gger^s nf^edleni I Q ungrateful boy f 

M.YROII. XEn/hraci.'l 
Forgive me. Father ! O my foul bleeds for theel 

\^Ai he is going out,, Auletes meets him, and Jfeaks t0 
him afide. 

^hat, no eftape? on ev^ry fideincli^M? 

Then I refolve to piBrifli bj Us hand j 
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*X'i$ juft I (hou'd; and meaner death I (corn : 

But how to work him to my fate, to 4ing 

His paiTion up fo high, will be a ta& 

To me fevere ; as dificnlt as ftrange. 

Support me, cruel heart ; it mud be done. [4^a>* 

NlCANOR. 

Now, from my very foul, I cannot tell— — 
But *tis enchantment all ; for things fo ibange 
Have happen^, I might well diflruil my fenfe ; 
But, if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguilh ; and, I mud confefs. 
Your grief is juft — It was inhuman in you— — 
But tell the caufe; unravel, from the bottom. 
The myllery that has embroilM our loves 
(For ftill, my prince, I love, fmce you repent): 
What accident deprived me of my friend, 
And loft you to yourfelf ? 

Myron. 

A traitor's fight ! 

NiCANOR. 

Beneath my roof? 

Myron. 

Beneath thy very helmet : 
Thou art a traitor. Guard thyfelf. IDrmvs^ 

NiCANOR. 

Diftraaion ! 
Traitor !— — For ftanding by your father's throne ; 
Ai)d ftemming the wild dream, that roars againft it» 
Of rebel fubjedts, and of foreign foes ? 
For training thee to glory and to war ? 
For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 
A mortal child, and kindling in thy foul 

Th« 
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The noble ardors of a futare god ? 

Farewel ; 1 dare not truft my temper more. 

Myron. 
Grey-headed^ venerable, traitor! 

Enter Rambsbs. 

Rambsbs. 

Haf 

Turn, tarn, blafphemer, and reprefs thy taontt i 

All provocation's needlefs, but thy fight. 

[Hi ajfaults the prince . Nicanor bindirs bim% 

NiCANOR.. 

Forbear, my fon, 

Rrmbsbs. 
Forbear ? 

Nicanor. 

If I am calm» 

Your rage Ihould ceafe. 

Rambsbs. 

No ; *tis my own revenge ; 
Unlefs, Sir, yon difown me for yoor Ton. 

NiCAKOR. 

Thy fword againft thy prince ? 

Rameses. 

A villain ! 
Nicanor. 

Hold! 

Rameses. _ 

The worft of villains ! 

NiCanor. 

'Tis too much. 

Rameses. 

O father!—— 
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What wouldft thou ? 

Sir, y«w d^mJi^C-~- 

NlCANOR. 

Rightly thought ; 
She bed can comfort me in all my forrow : 
Call, call Mandanei : To behold my child 
Wou'd cbfiar me in the ^oni^s q( death : 
Call her, Ram/tSf''^Affi I dMobey'd ? 
Rame^ei. 

OSir!— * 

NiCANOR. 

What mean thofe tranfports of cQncern ? 

Though I'm an outcaft from your love, I weep 
To open your hJ^ok fcwe of mifery. 

NiCANOR. 

Where will this end ? O my foreboding heart ! 

RaMBIiES. 

Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting. 
You gave, \yith dreaming eyes,, your fouPs delight, 
While yet your lad embrace waa warm about- hLoOii 
Gloomy and dreadful as this (tormy night, 
Ruflion your child* your comfort, your Mundane, 
All fw^et and lovely as the bluihi^g morn. 
Seize k«r by force, now trembling, breathlefs, pale> 
Proftrate in anguifh, tearmg op- the earth, 
Imploring, (hrieking, to the gods and you— 
O hold my brain,!— Look there, and think the reft* 



rbi 
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The lack fane 9fena. A darkened ciamhr, m hdf mi thp 
iurtains dr^pwn. Womtn fdtfs ««/, ««^iif> IcQ. Nl* 
CANOR falls back on Rahesss. 

NlCA«6R. 

Is't poflible — my okikl ! my only dMghler ! 
The growth of my own life 1 that fwecceii*d age 
And pain ! — O natvfc bleeds within moi 

Mamdajii. 
Weep not, my virgins ; ceafe your ufeleCi t9tri ; 
Kindnefs is thrown aw^y upon defj^r. 
And but provokes the forrow it would eafe* 

NiCANOR. 

Affift me forwards. 

Mandanb. 

Moft uAwelcome news ! 

Is hetet!tm*d ?' The gods fopport my fkther, 

I now begin ta wifii he lov*d me lefs. 

NiCAllOR. 

There, there, fiie pfci«*d libt y^y tcnd^re* airre: 
She pities me, ^ni» l^Wi ftopitse^me-: 
Through all the raging tortniMof her foul, • 
She feels my pain I' B«t hoM» my heart, to thank her; 
Then burft at once, aad lat the pmgs of death 
Put h^ron from my thougfiu [Gots to ier. 

Ma^mdanb, 

SevereA fttf 
Has done its worA-^Fve drawn m^ £»(hcv>. teurt*-^ 

N&CANOR. 

Forbear to call me by th^t tender nama ; 
Since I can't help thee, I would fain forgjrt 
Thou art a part of me— »It only fliarpcna 
Thofc pangs,. \yhicj)4 if a^ftr^jjirj, I (hoirii ftd..»» 

O 
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O fpare me. my Mandane f To behold thee 

In fuch excefs of forrow, quite deftroys me. 

And I fhall die, and leave thee, unrevengM. 

Mandanb. 
O Sir ! there are misfortunes mod fevere. 

Which yet can bear the light, and, well AiHainM, 

Adorn the fufFerer. — Bat this affliction 

Has made defpair a virtue, and demands 

Utter extindlion, and eternal night. 

As height of happinefs. \Scent Jhuts on them. 

Enter Syphoces. 

Rameses. 

O my Syphoces! 

Syphoces. 
And does this move yoa ? does this melt you down^ * 

And poor you out in forrow ? Then fly far. 

Ere MemnoH comes ; he comes with flufliing cheek. 

And bating heart, to bear a bride away. 

And blefs his fate : How dreadfully deceived! 

Rambsbs. 

y\kt melancholy fcene at length begins. 

Enter Memmon. 

, Memnon. 

O give me leave to yield to nature. 
And indulge my joy 
My Mend I my brother ! O the ccflafy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart ! 
You love me not, if you refufe to join 
In all the jufl extravagance and flight 
Of boundlefs tranfport on this happy hour. 
Where is mj foul, my Wifs, my lovely bride! 

CaU, 
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Call, call her forth ; O hafte ; the pried expefls us. 

And cv'ry momeot is a crime to love. 

Rambses. [To Syphoces.] 
Speak to him :—Pr'y thee (peak. 

Syphoces. 



By heav'n, I cannot 



Memnon. 
What can this mean ? 

Rameses. 
Syphoces. 

Syphoces. 



Nay; Ramefes. 



Memnon. 
By all the gods, they flraggle with their forrows. 
And fwallow down their tears to hide them from me : 
By friendfhip*s iacred name, I charge you, fpeak. 

\Tbey Uak on him nxith the utmoft concern, and go out on 
different fides of the fiagt. 

Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought. 
And all the horrors of a black furmife I 
What woe is this too big to be exprefs'd ? 
O my fad heart ! Why bod'ft thoii fo feverely ? 
Mandane\ life's in danger ! There indeed ; 
Fortune, I fear thee dill ; her beauties arm thee ; 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought : 
But for my love, how I could laugh at fate ! 

Enter a fernjant, and gives him a paper. He reads. 
Enter Rameses. Mem now fwoons, and falls on 

R A M E SES. 

Rameses. 

Twere happy if his ibul wott!d ne'er return : 
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The gods may ML bemerciful in thk. ■ « m. 



His lids begin to rife.^— tiow fares my friend ? 

MfiMNON. 

JDid Mjron feel my pang^, yoa*d.pity him. 
EhUt Svviioces. 

Syphoces. 
Fainting beneath th* oppreffion of her grief. 
This way Mandane feeks the freflier air: 
Letus withdraw; 'twill pain her to be feen, 
* And moft of all by you. 

Memnon. 

By4ny own heart, 
I iu4ge, -and «m convinc-d.—^ dare not l#e her : 
Thei^t 'wott^ ilrike me d«ad.-' 

[AsMiamnon itcg^ng^ Maadme maishm : Boihfiart 
h4itk: She firieks. Memnon movers bim/eif^ and 
falls at her knees, emhrathg tbtm : She tries to dif- 
engage: He not , permitting^ Jbe raifes him: He takes 
her ptijjimately in bis arms : Tbey continue fpeeible/s 
and motionlffs for feme time, 

Ri(iME»«. 

Was ev«r-meiumfblintl9rtrew]ike^this ? 

See how thfy writlie wilh a«gui^ I hear dien^^roan ! 

See the ku-gofilemdew nm trmkii^gdown. 

As fromthe^eeptog*maxi>le I paffionxboaks 

Their words, and they *re the ftatuee of de^ir I 

Memnon. 
OUny Mdnddnef 

Ijdt'tbh.j/be'molet^if breaks from -him, ami exit* 
Bat OBe'0K>ment more. 

IJs Menmon is following^ Ramefes holds him* 

Jlrother— 

Mm- 



Forgive me. — 

Yott^Fe^o blune.-«» 
Memnow. [P^Hting-afier btrJ] 

Look there; 



My iMort is -burftiqg. 



Revenge I 



RAIf£SE9. 

With Reven|;e? 
Memnon. 

•And Lore* 
Kameses* 



MEnmcm. 
G%ie4i]ir«nbnice; 'twtU e^ 017 fword. 

No, Afimnwff^ if o«r fwords now want ap edge, 

They^ll want for ever ; to this %ot I charm thee» 

By the dread words, Revei|ge ond Liberty \ 

Thk istbe erifis of oar'fates ; this moment 

The gOfMlJKsAi^godk <»f Egfi hxpm o'eras 1 

They wai^ to-fec^os t,SL like .prodenttnen. 

And out of ills extraft o«r happinefs. 

My friends, thefe dire calamities, like^poUon, 

May have their wholibme uie : This fad occafion^ 

Jf managed artfully, revives our hopes;^ 

It gives NitMMor' to our finking ladioa^ 

And ftill tiie tyrant (hakes. 

Rameses. 

My father comes ; 

Or fnatch this moment, or defpair forever : 

While paflions ^low, the heart, like heated fleel, 

•Takes each impreflion, and is woik'd at pleaAtfe. 
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Enter Nicanor. 

NlCANOR. 

Why have the gods chofe out m/ wcakeft hours 
To fet their terrors in array againft me ? 
This wou'd beat down the vigour of my youth. 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down fo low. 
Vain man! to be fo fond of breathing lonjg. 
And fpinning out a thread of mifery : 
The longer life, the greater choice of evil ; 
The happieft man is but a wretched thing. 
That deals poor comfort from comparifons ; 
What then am I ? Here will I fit me down. 
Brood o'er my cares, and think myfelf to death. 
Draw near, Rame/es; I was rafh erewhile. 
And chid thee without caufe — How many years 
Have I been cas'd in fleel ? 

Ramesfs. 

Full thrcefcore years 
Have changed the feafons o'er your crefted brow. 
And feen your fauchidn dy'd in hollile blood. 

Nicanor. 
How many triumphs fince the king has reign*d I 

Rameses. 
They number juH your battles, one for one* 

Nicanor. 
True; I have followed the rough trade of war 

With fome fuccefs, and can, without a bluih. 

Review the fhaken fort, and fanguine plain. 

I have thought pain a pleafure, third and toil 

Bled objefls of ambition. I remember 

(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 

When 
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When the barb'd arrow from my gaping tbigh 
Was wrenched with labour, I difdain^d the groan, 
Becaafe I fnffer'd for Bufiris fake. 

Rameses. 
The king is not to blame. 

NiCANOR. 

Is not the pri nee his fon ? 
Ramesbs. 
But in himfdf-^- 

NicaNOR. \^fingin pafflonJ] 

And has ne loft his guik, 
Xaofe he has injured me ? Erewhile thy blood 
Was kindled at his name.-^Didft thon not tell mm 
A (hamefol black defign on poor Anutiaf 
O Minmon ! what a glorioas race is this. 
To make the^ods a party in our caufe. 
And draw down Ueffings on us I 
Memnon. 

He that fttp|>orts then 
In fttch black crimes, is (barer of their guilt. 

NlCANOR. 

Point out the man, and, with thefe withered hands,. 
IM fly upon his throat, though he were lodged 
Within the circle of Bufiris' arms. 
Rameses. 
He that prevents it not when in his power. 

Supports them in their courfe of flaming guilt ; 

And you are He. j 

Nicanor* 
Thou rav'fl. 

♦ SypHOCESt 

The army^s yours i 
I've founded every chief ^ but wave your finger. 

Vol. II. E TVw&wAsk 



74 BO SIR I S^ 

Thoufands, fall off the tyrant's fide» and leave Ufea 

Naked of help, and open to deHrodion : 

Bat fweep hfs minions^ cut a padder's.tkroiut^ 

Or lop a lycophant, the work is done. 

NiCANOR. IStartimg.Ji 
What would you have me do ? 

MfiHKON. 

Let not your lieart 
Fly ofF from your own thought ; be truly greats 
Refent your country's fufferings as your own : 
A generous foul is not confmM at home, 
But fpreada itfelf abroad o*er all the public. 
And fills for «very member of the land. 
What iiave we ieen for twenty rolHog years. 
But one long tra^ of blood ! or, what is worfe, 
ThrongM dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans j; 
And free-bom men opprefs'd f Shall half mankind 
Be doomed to curfe the moment of their birth ? 
Shall all the mother's fondnefs be empby'd 
To rear them up to bondage, give them ftrength 
To bear afflictions, aod fupport their chains ? 

Syphoces. {KntfUng,'] 
To you the raliant youth mull Jiumbly bend. 
And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve. 
And graoeful port defignM to blefs the world. 
And take your great example in the field. 
May not be forc'd by lewdnefs in high pUiCfl^ 
To other toils, to labour for difeafe. 
To wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 
At an inglorious diflance from the foe. 

R A M E s E s . IKnee/iffZ'} 
To you Jfitelia lifts her hands for fatety. 



Kiir • of EotrpT^ y5 

Me m non • [ Burjting int§ ieart. 

By heav*n) lie'cannot ipeaE^rander£mcl thee^ 
Rife— Rifc-=^mjr fon : Rife all ; yoar work is done i 
They pelifh afi ; tbefii creatures of my (Worfif. 
Have I not feen whole armies vaulted o*er 
With flying jav'Uni, which (hut out the day^ 
And MX inrattlkig^ftorms at my commandt 
To flay, and buiy, proud BufiHs* foe ? 
He lives and reigds ; for I have been his friend t 
But rU unmake him, and plough up the ground 
Where his proud palace ftands. lExiU 

Mbmnok. 

Omy ManiBmi! 
The gods by dreadful means beflow fuccefs. 
And in their vengeance moft feverely blefs : 
From thy bright ffreaming sytz our triumphs flow^ 
The tyrant falls, Mandam flrikes the blow : 
So the fair moon, when feas fwell high, and pour 
A wafleful deluge on the trembling fl[iore, 
Infpires the tumultfrom her clouded throne. 
Where filent, penfive, pale, flie fits alone. 
And all the diflant ruin is her owijf 
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ACTV. SCENE L 

S CEN E, Tie FUld. 
EntirBvsiKis and AvLnvE^. An alarum at a Mftanct. 

Busi|it8« 

WEIcome the voice of war f Tho' loud the foanc|» 
It faintly fpeaks the language of my heart i 
It wbifpers what I mean. But fay» JuUtes, 
What urge thefe forlorn rebels in excufe 
For chooiiug ruin } 

AuLBTEt. 

Various their complaints s 
Bat fome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Prefles whole millions with inceilant toil 
(Toils fitter far for beads than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at. 
Weeds are their food, their jcup the muddy Nile, 

BusiRis. 
Do they not build for me ? Let that reward them. 
Yes^ I will build more wonders to be gaz'd at. 
And temper all my cement with their blood ; 
Whofe pains and art reformM the puzzled year. 
Thus drawing down the fun to human ufe» 
And making him their fervamt ? Who pufli'd off 
With mountain dams the broad redundant iV//?, 
Dcfcended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ftranger ftrcam in unaccuftom'd (hores ? 

- ': Who 
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Who from the Gamgis to the Damibi reigns ? 
But virtae$ are fergot— 'Awajr— To arms f* 
I call to mind my glorious anceftry* 
Which, for ten thoufand rolling yeare renown*d, . 

Shines np into eternity itfelf. 

And ends among the gods, [An alarum. 

Enter Meuhon. 

AULBTES. 

The rebel^ brakes as. 
BvsiRis. 
HoM } let oar weapons thirft one moment longer ; 
And death ftand ftill ; *tis he receives my nod.— — — 
Whom meet I in the midft of my own realm. 
With bold defiance on his brow ? 

Memnon. 

The flave. 

Whom dread Bufiris lately laid in chains ; 

An emblem of his country* 

BUSIRIS. 

Is it thus 
Yoa thank my royal bounty i 

Mehnon.. 

Thus you thank'd 
The good Jrtaxes \ thus you diank'd my fother. 

. BusiRis. 
What I have done, conclude moil right and juft; 

For I have done it; and the gods alone 
Shall aik me Why : Thou liv'ft, altho' they fell ; 
And, if they fell unjuflly, greater thanks 
Are doe firom Thee, whoni e'en injufUce fpar*d* 

MiyNON. 
Thy kindnefles are wrongs'; they mean to footh 

My injatM foul^ and ileal it ftbm TtvtTv%^» 

E 3 ^>5^\^\i 
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Tarn back thine eye; behold thy troops ar&tUo'A 
Thy men are rarely fprinkled o'ecthe field, 
i^nd yet tboo carneft niillions on thy toB|;Qe« 

Memnor. 
AH thy blood-thirfty fword has laid in daft 

Are on my fide ; they come in bloody fwarnis. 
And throng my banners : Thy aneqaal'd crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my victory.— ^ 

JBvSJRIfS. 

Hut 

Kay, damp not, tyrant; I can ftan^ as loodt 
And raife as many daemons at the found. 

BusiRis* 
I wear a diadem. 

Memnon* 
And I a fword. 
BvsiRis* 
Yet, yet fabmit, I give tfiee life. 
Memnon* 

Sfctut your ours t 
Ko more, Sujins i bid the fun ftreweh ' 

BusiRis. 
JBufiris end the tim ihoold fet togedier : 

If this day*s angry gods ordam my fate,. 

Know thon, I fall like fome vaft pyraoiid ;. 

I bury thoufands in my great deftruftion^ 

And thoa the firft Slave ! in the front of battle; 

There thpu (halt find me. 

Memhoh. 

Thbn (halt find me there, .. 

4.nd have wen pcud that gratitude I owe* [paun^^ 
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A C9MtkneJ mlarum^ 
Inter Mrxon 4aui "^icavok, mafh^. 

KiCANOiL. 

DiDcs not mine eye ibike terror through thy fonU 
And (hake tlheweaqpon froot thy trenfbling krm ? 
Bafe boy ! thefodnefs of diy guilt fecures ^hee 
From my reproach f I dare not name thy crime. 

Myrow^ 
Old man, didfl; thou ftand np in thy own cawfe^ 
I then ihonld be afiraid of fbnrfcore years. 
And tremble at grey hairs f but fince thy frenzy 
Has lent thofe venerable locks to caft 
A glofs of virtue on the blackeft crime, 
Accnrft' rebelGon ! this gives back my hearty 
With all its rage, and I'm a man again% 

NiGANOR. 

Come on^ and nfe that force of arms I uught thee i 
ril now refitme the life I gave fo late. 

Myroh« 
I grieve thoa haft but hidf a life to Ibfe^ 
And doft defraud my vengeance — ^At my touch. 
Thou monlder'ft into duft, and art forgotten : 

[Preparing H fights "Myron Jtops Jhort. 
Ah, no ! I cannot fight with thee ; begone. 
And (hake dfewhere ; thou canft not want a death 
In fach a fidd, though I refnfe it to thee : 
RamefeSf MemnofTf give them to my (word^ 
SuftainM by thoufands \ but to fiy from thee. 
From thee, moft injurM itnan, (hall be my praife. 
And rife above Ibeccmqu^ft of my foes. 

E 4 Nii 
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NlCANOR. 

Tis not old age, th' avenging gods parfue thee f 

IHe ntiru htftrt Nicanor off the ft ago. A loud alarum* 

Enter BusiRls and hvh'gTES^ in pur/uit. 
BusiRis, 
Tis well ; I like this madnefs of the field : 
Let heighten*d horrors, and a wafte of deaths 
Inform the world, Bufiris is in arms : 
£uc then I grudge the glory of my fword 
To (laves and rebels ^ while they die by me. 
They cheat my vengeance, and furvive in fame, 

AULETES. 

I panted after in the pachs of death. 
And could not but from far behold yoar plume 
O'erfhadow flaughter'd heaps, while your bright helm 
Struck a didinguiih'd terror through the field. 
The diftant legions trembling as it blaz'd. 

BusiRis. 
Think not a crown alone lights up my name % 

My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Ifis I 

That whilft Bufirii treads the fangoine field. 

The foremoft fpirit of his hod iiould conquer 

But by example, and beneath die (hade. 

Of this high-brandifh'd arm. Didft thou e'er fear ? 

Sure 'tis an art ; I know not how to fear ; 

'Tis one of the few things beyond my power; 

And if death mad be fear'd before *tis felt. 

Thy mafter is immortal, O >^«/?/«— — 

But while I fpeak, they live I 
Where fall the founding catata£ls of JVii^» "' 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boilf 

Like 
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Like then. 111 nifii ; like them^ my fury pour ; 
And gift tke fativt world one wonder more. 

[Exmnf: 

Enter MtrOH^ ingagedwitb a party : Hu flunu is /mitten 
off': He Sn*ues the fief and returns. 

Myro>i: 

When death^s fo near, bnt dar^^iot venture on as, 

'Tis heaven's regard; a kind of falatadon. 

Which to onrfelves oar own imporUnce (hews :— ► 

Faint as I am, and almoft fick of blood. 

There is one cordial would revive me ftiU ; 

The light of. Memnm ; place that fiend before Hit, 

{Exit. 
Enter Memnoh* 

MZMNOK. 

Where, where's the prince ? O give him to my fword !* 

His tall white plume, which, lik< a high-wrought foam, 

Bloated on the tempeftoous dream of £ght. 

Shewed where he fwept the field ; I followed fwifl^ 

Bat my approach has tam*d him into air-— — 

\Enter Myron# 

TJie fight but now begins ! 

Myron. 

Why,' who art thou i* 

Memkoit. . 
fcince^ I am-^ 

Myroit. [Di/dain/u//j.l 
Memnon ! 

Memnon. 

No— I'm Mandane* 

Myron. 

\\2lV 
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She*s here* flic's Here* flie^saU : ijeriivroiig^.aii^ vkittei I 
Vartae3 i\xA wrongs ! Thoa worfe than marderer ! 

Myron. 
I charge thee name ber not; forbear the Ofoak 
« With that ill-omen^d note. 

M^imoii, 

Mandane! 
Mtron. 

Beitir« 
When I refleA on her mean Love for thee, 
And plot S(gainft my.li/e, my pain is lefs* 

* Memnok. 
*Tis fidfe ; (he meant, (he knew it not ; Ramijiit^ 
He, only he, was confcious of the thought. 

My«oii. 
Thtn Pm a wretch indeed 1 

MiiiiroN. 

Asfiichrila(ethQt; 
III crpfh tkw like fome poUbn on the earth ; 
Then hade and clean(c me in the hlood of men. . . 

Myron. 
I thank thee for this fpirit which exalts thee 

Into a foCs I need not bla(h to meet : 

NoWy from my fool, it joys me thoa art &und ; 

And found alive : By heav*n| fi) much I hate thee^^ 

I fear*d that thou waft dead, and hadft e(cap*jd m# ;. 

ril drench my fword in thy detefted blood. 

Or foon ;nake thee immortal by my own. 

ViUainl 

Memnok. 
Mjron ! 

Myrou; 
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Myron. 
Hebcl ! 

MlMNON« 



Myron. 
Mem MOW. 



HeU! 



lianimm! 



Myronv [Ai//f.] 
Dd - 



Joft the blow, and jdfter ftill^ 
Becaafe imbitterM to me by that hand 
I moft deteft ; which gives my fcal an earneft - 
Of iraft anftthomable woes to come ; 
That dreadfal dowry for my drtadfol love : 
I leave the world my mifery^s example ; 
If os*d arij^fat, no trivial legacy. J>k5{. 

Ewter SyphocisJ. 

.Sypi^ocbs. 
My lord, I bring you moft anwdcone news : 
As poor Mdndam wander'd near die field, 
la hope to fee her injoiies revenged", 
Thoaghtlefs of any fufokigs bat the paft^ 
A iparty of the foe^ faw, feix'd, and. bore her off*. 

Mrmnon* 
Vengeance and conqoeft now are trivial things % 
Love made then: prize. *Tjb impioos in my feid \ 
To entertain a thought but of her refcue : 
Now, now, I plunge into the thickeft war^ 
As fome bold diver, from a precipice 
Into mid oosan, to regain a gem 
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Whofe lofs impoverifh'd Icings ; to bring it back^ 

Or fee the day no more. " \JEj(eunU 

Enter MAtiD AVE, fri/oner. 

Man DANE. 
A genVous foe will hear his captive fpeak ; 

A benefit thas, kneeling, I imj^ore : 

Let one of all thofe fwords that glitter round me^ 

Vouchfafe to hide its point within my breaft. 

E/ttit MEM HON. 

Memnon. 
Ah villains f corfed Atheifls ! Can yon bear 

That poftore from that form ? What, what are numbers^ 
When I behold thofe eyes ! Not mine th|P glory. 
That fingly thus I quell a hoft of foes. 
Inhuman robbers ! O bring back my foal I 

\J hey force her off^ : Hf rufi?es in upon them, and is taken. 
Poor comfort to mankind, that they can lofe 
Their lives but once— Bat, oh f a thoufand times 
Be torn from what they love* 

Enter Rameses. 

\ \ Kamesbs. 
Far have I waded in the bloody field,. 

Laborious through the flubborn ranks of war. 

And traced thee in a labyrinth of death ; 

Bat t\m to find thee !— Better find thee dead ! ) 

Thefe flaves will ufe thee ill. 

Memnon. 

Of that no more : 

MyrQn is dead, and by this arm. 

Rambses. 

I thank thee : 

AH 
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All my few fpirits left exalt with joy ; 

ril chafe and fcourge him throogh the lowof-woriii 

MfiMNON. 

Alas, thoa bleed'ft ! 

Ramesbs. 
Corfe on the tyraat-s fword ;, 
I bleed to death:. Bat could not leave the world. 
Without a lail embrace. Juft now I inet 
The poor Maadane, 

Mbmnq9.. 

Qaickly fpeak. WhiUfaidifaer 

RaM£S>E8. 

Nothing of comfort ; ceafe to aik me farther : 

If you meet more, your meetidg will be fadl—— 

Your arm ! .1 faint-^Ah ! what is haman life ? 

H0W9 like the dial^s tardy-moving (hade. 

Day after day Aides from us unperceiv'd ! 

The cunning fugitive is fwift by ftealth ; 

Too fubtle is the movement to be feen ; 

Yet foon the hour is nji^and we. are. gpnei. 

Farewel : I pity thee. [pfeu 

MaMNaN. 

Farewel, brave friend i 
Would I could bear thee company to reft ; 
But life in all its terrors ftands before me. 
And fhuts the gates of. peace againft my wi(hc8.-«« 
Do I not hear a peal of diftant thunder ? 
And fee^ a fudden darknefs (bats the day. 
And quite blou out the fun ? — But what to me* 
The colour of the fky ? A death-cold dew 
Hangs on my brow, and all my flacken*d joints 
-Are (hook without a caufe— A groan ! ^om whence!^^ 
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Again ! And no one near me? Vain ddafion !-^ 
Ifeaf Hot vmnJ I fear fomeill is towards me. 
More dreadful furethan all that!8 paft.— -ili^ffi^^ ^. 

I hop*d (he was at peace, and paft the reach 
Of this ill news ;* bat foch my wayward fate, 
Icannot afk a corfe, bat *tis deny*d me : 
And could I wifh I ne*er could fee her morel 

Enter Manb ahe^ guardii. 
Mandanb. 
This is my brother :• A ihort privacy 

II a (mall favour, yon may grant^a ibe. 

Guard* 
Let it be (hort ; we may not wait your leifurew. 

MfJ«NOKa 

TTis wond*ro«s foan^ ; here's fometUng holds me from» 
And keeps this foot fall rooted to the ground. C^^- 
This is the laft time I (hall vhx pray. ' {KnuHng^. 
To me, ye.gods^ confine your threatened vengeance^ 
And I will blefs your mercies while I fuffer I 

[Memnon ^iv^Mandane advance Jlowsly teihi front qfi 
the ftag^, 

Makdahv*. 
Wlfitt didft tkoa i«ray for ? 

M£ifN0N»^ 

For tl^ peaces 

Twaaldiii:! 
But ^k 1 thofe handi in bonds deny the bleffing* 
Eor which tihqr earneftly* were rais^'d to heav^A'^-^ • 

Ml M HON. 

I fear fo toos What we have yet to do 

M aft be foon done : This meeting is our laft* . 

How Ihall we ttfeJti: 
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MidVDAirxl 

And my- calamidet • 

MiMNONV 

Sad cottiilellorsi 
And crael their adVice— Arc fhore no-ocber f ' 

MAIftlAKH. 

I look around-— --and'findttoflhttpfe of liopos: . 
A pcrfc^ night of horror fad deifiaif • 

ltlEMNO». 

Of horror and defpav indatd^ Mirndtrntt- 
Canft thoa beliefe me^? N^ can I bcKtre 
Myft^f Th« laft fhiag^at iii4lhM for wM^T^ifdM' 
Tha waight of OAf miifoitu nt burti my mind. 

Was wha^^ 

MlMNOll^ 

r dare not thiiik ; t0 think is to look dows > 
A precipice ten thooCuid fathom deep^ . ^ 
That tnrns my brain f-^-Oh I Ofa^ 

Mandans. 

Memnen^ no mere :. 
That flenoc^ and ihefe teara, need Ao explainkigs 
And it it Und* with facH 4pve» rchi{Unce» 
To think upon my deaUi-*-4hoagh neceilary. 

Mbmkoiiv 
Ah hold ! Yoa plant a .ihoafaad daggers here : 

Talk not of djrTttg*-4 dlibwa tlie<thod£^t7 
Kigbt is not right,' and realbn is not reafon i 
All is difhra^on, when I look on thee. 
O all ye pitying gods ! dalh oat from natnro 
Your ftars^ youc fun, hot let Mandam live. 

MAii- 
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MANDAMBr 

No^ death Idng fince was my confirmed refoke* 

Memnon. 
Mjron is dead. 

Mandane. 
What joy a heart like mine 
Gan feel, it feel s Had he heea never born, 
I might have liy'd— -'da now-^impoffible. 

.. Memno9^ . 
This even to my miferies J owe. 

That it difcovers gre^uer vjrtiies flill« 

In her my foal adore8'-*--*0 my il£nMSi«# / 

O 'gkiriofis jnaid f . then thpu vyilt be at peace-* ■ ■ 

Mnft I farvive, and chfyige thy tendernefs 
For a ftern mafter, and perpetual chains ? 
Long I may groan on earth to fate their malice» 
Then throagh flow torments linger into death,. 
No fteel to fiab,. no wall to daih my brain ! . 

Mxndamb*. 
Hai 

MtldNON. 

V(%y thus fix*d in thought ? What might/ birtK. 
li laboring in your foul ? Your eyes fpeak wooden.!;;^ 

Mandawb. 
Will not the blood-hounds be content with life \ 
Mbmnom. • ' 

Alas, Mandanil N04 < they ftndy nature,. 
To find out all her fecret feats of pain» . 
And carry killing to a dreadful art : 
A fimple death in Egypt is for friends* 

Mandave. 
p ih«i it mull be fo J::::^^^ yet it cannot !-^ 
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Memnon. 

What means this fudden paknefs ? 

Mandami. [Feeling in her bofimf Jbe fw^ons."] 

Heaven aflift me \ 
Memnon. 
My love t ManJme ! hear me, my efpoas'd ! 
My deareft heart I the infant of my bofom ! 
Whom I .would foUer with my vital blood. 
M AN D A N E. [Shews a dagger, "] 
*Tis well ; and in return, I give thee — ^This. 

Memnon. 
Millions of thanks, thou refuge in defpair^ 

Mandani. 
Terrible kindnefs ! Horrid mercy f Oh ! 

I cannot give it thee. 

Memnon. 
*^ Full well I know. 

Thy tender foal, and I muft force it from thee. 

[As be is firuggling *witb her fir the dagger^ Jhe fyeah^ 

Mandane. 
My lord! my foul ! niyfelf ! you tear my hqart : 

Art thou ncrt dearer to my eyes than light ? 
Deft thou not circulate through all my veins ;. 
Mingle with life, and form my very foul I 

Memnon^ 
Now, monfters, I defy you : Fate forbids 

A long farewel : My guard may i^terpofe. 

And make your favour vain— —Thus only thus. [Ew- 

And now— [Going to fiah bimfei/,1, {hraoe* 

M A N D A N B . [Holds his arm.'] 
Ah no ! Since laft I faw thee, thrice I rais'd 
M^ trembling arm,, and thrice I let it falL— 

U 
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If yon refafe compaffion to my fex, 
Memnon betrays me^ and k Myrtn^ Aieil4.^-.. .i 
As I a poniard, yod ibj^ly -an apm. 
And 1 ihall fiill be happy in year love. 
i^fier a paufe •fafiotd/hmeutt he finks gtntly §m the iartMi 

From dreadfal to more dreadful Ilfm plimg^^ 

And find in dtcpeft anguiih decpar ilill : 

I can^t complain in common with maiKkind-— -> 

Bat am a wretched, fpecies all alone : 

Muft I not only lofe thee, bat be cors*d 

To fprinkle my own hands with thy life-bloOd ^ 

. Mandanb* 
It cannot be avroided^ 

Memkon. 
Nor performed; 
Lift ap my hand againft thee as a foe ! . 
I, who Oioold fave thee from thy very father^ 
And teach thy deareft friends to afe thee well,. 
Make kindnefs kind,, and foften all their fmiletiT 
O, my Mandane ! think how I have lov^d ! 
O, my Mandane ! think upon thy powV ! 
How often haft thou feen me pale with joy,. 
And trembling at a^fmile ? And ihall L ' ■ 
Mandane*. 

IJt that M^mwmfiartJ up fitddiulj^ 

M&MMON. 

Ah hold r r charge thee hold J- One gllince that way 
A'wakes my hell, and blows up all its flames :—*<«- 
The world tarns round ; my heart is fick to death f 
0. m; diftraOioal serfeCt lofs of thoaght \ 
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Mandavb. 
hy fiand you like a ftatue } Arc you dead ? 

hat do yoa £9ld fe faft within your anmf 
'hy, witli£ic*4'eye-'baUi, doyoapieicethegtiMiid? 
"by fhift your fU^ aa if yea trod on £nl 
'b^ :giiaw your hp, and .groan A> ikeadfully ? 
[y brd» if I kmtfjftBt whole ii«e-1ong ni^tii 
I tears, and figh^d away the idh^ in private, 
nly opprefsM with an exccie^of lovc» 
torn, and fpeak to me. 

Mbmnok. 

And thefe, no doobt^ 
re arguments thiat I fhouTd draw thy blood.— ^ 
o child was ever tuird upon the "breaft, 
^ith half that tendernefs has melted from thee^ 
nd (cH like balm upon my wounded foul ! 
nd flball I morder thee i Yes, thus — thus— thus.— » 

Mahdakb. 
las I my lord forgets we are to die, 

. {Menmon ^axts with nuotukr cm Jhe Jaggeth 

Mbmnok. 
Y heaven, I had ; my foul had took her flight 

i blifs— Why, is «ot this our bridal-day ?. 

Mandan^. 
hat way diftiaAion fies. 

'Mbmiton. 

Indeed it does; 
Both. 

h! ohr • . 

Makdavb* 
hy fighs and groans ace fiiarper than ihy iteel^ .^ 
htf £^ard is on us. « 
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Memvon. 
Then it maft be done; 

San, hide diy face» and put the world in moarningi 

Though blood fburt out for tears, 'tis done— But one, 

One laft embrace. [Js be embraces her, fie hurfts into teea^s. 

Let me not fee a tea^— I conld at iboft 

Stab at the face of heavX m kill thee weepings 

MaNDAVB'* 

Tis paft i I am composed. 

Mbmnon. 

And now— and |iovr. 

Mandane. 
Se not fo fearful ; 'tis the fecond blovr 

Will pain my heart*-indeed this will not hart me;. 

Memnon. 

thou haft flung my foul quite through and through^ 
With thofe kind words : I had j'uft fleePd my bread, 

[PaJbtHg donvn tSe daggen 
And thou undb'fl'it all— I could not bear 
To raze thy fkin to (ave the world from ruin. 

Mandane. (Stabs ber/elfi] . 
If you're a woman, I'll be (bmcthing* more.->— 

1 Ihall not taile of heaven till' you arrive. [Dien 

Memnon. 
Struck home^-Kind in her Heart— -^ She's dbad' already; 
And now with me all ttature is expir'd ■ ■ . » 
My lovely bride, now we again ace happy, [Sai^/ bimfelf* 
And better worfds prepare our nuptial bow'r. 
Now every fplendid objedl of ambition. 
Which lately, with their various gloffes, play'd* 
Upon my brain^ and fool'd my idle hearty 
Are taken from ke by a little rnVBty 
And mO the world: is vanifh'd.. - ^DTis* 
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uinb fnmdfd. Bnttr Nicanor Md Sypbocbs, 

be guards f nvbicb ari^mhancing tc tii iedies, fy. 

Nicanor. 
day*s our own ; the Pirfian'% angry pow*r» 
t well repaid tlus morning infidence, 
tornM the defperate fortane pf thefeld^ 
ore^ -though late, rdief. 

^TFHOOBf. 

Nicmisr, £nend« 
»m the city bring you welcome news .: 
guilty letter from the amorous queen 
read amongft the multitude ; while yet 
ir blood was warm with reading the black fcroll, 
fj, to view the fortune of the fight, 
ring her palace for the Wefiem towV, 
iieia'd, torn, fcatter'd, on the guilty fpot, 
are her great brother icU. 

NjCANOR. 

The gods are joft. 
Syphoces. 
Rfhere Bufiris comes ; your royal captive, 

is misfortune great ; an awful ruini 
dreadful to the conqueror I 

Nicanor. [ Jdvancing, ftes tht iddies. ] 

Sad fight! 
;ht that teaches triumph how to mourn, 
more than juflifies thefe ftreaming tears, 
I on the moment that my country's fav'd 
1 fore-oppreflton, and inglorious chains. 

IHi fatii on bis aitend«nts: 
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C(mqiier*d ? *Tis fal£: ; I am your nufler flSl ;. . 

Yoar mafier, though in bondfx Yoa ftand aghaft 

At your good fiitc, and, trembling, can^t enjof • 

Now, from my fiool, I hi^ thefe wckome < 

Which fliew yon aU Bmfirii^ anddedaie 

Crowns and fnccefs fnperflnona m my i 

Yon thmk this ftreaming blood will lowV my Aougtati 

No, ye miftaken men, I fmile at death « 

For liying here, is living sH alone ;' 

To me a real folitode, amid 

A throng of litde beings grorcling ronnd me ; 

Which yet nforp «ne common fhape and name. ' 

I thank thefe woands, thefe raging pains^ whick prandfil 

An intenriew widi equals foon dfewheve. 

\Hi fka MenmoH. 
Ha! Dead? Tis well : He rofe not to my fword ; 
I only wiih*d his fate, and there he fies. 
Some, when they die, die all ; their moQld*ring day 
Is but an emUem of their memories ; 
The fpace qaite cbfes up through which they pals*d<; 
That I have liv*d, I leave a mark behind. 
Shall plttck the (hining age from vnlgar tim^ 
And give it whole to late pofterity : 
My name is writ in mighty cfaaraders. 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes*. 
Whofe fplendor heighten our Egjptuut day, 
Whofe fb-ength ihall laugh at time, till their great bafiiy 
Old earth itfeif, ihall fail : In after-ages. 
Who war or build, ihall build or war from me i 

Qxofw 
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<how great in each» as my example firei : 

^Hs I of art the fature wonders raife ; 

I fi^tthe fotare batdes of the worlds ■ 

Great Jov$^ I come ! Bgyft^ thoa art foriaken; \ZM$^ 

AJU% imppverilh*d by my finking g|ories \ 

And the world leftns, when Bufirii falls. [AVj^ 

SrPHOCBs. 

Bear the dead monarch to his pyxamid:! 

And for what nie fo-e*er it was defign*d 

By that high-flsuided, -but mifiaken, maa. 

There let him lie magnificent in death ; 

Great was his life,. great be his monument i 

And on Bufirii nephew, young Jrfacest 

Of gentler •i^irity let the crown devolve. 

From this duty's vengou^^e, ktlhe nations faiow, 
J9v$ lays the pride of haaghtieft monarchs low 4 
And they, who kindled with ambitious fire, 
fo arts and arms with moil fuccefs afpire. 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
Xjrafp a( their fat^> and build tbemiielves a. tombw 
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EPILOGUE, 

By a F R I E N D. 
Spoken by Mrs« Oldpield. 

-Cy^HE raci if critics^ dull, judicious roguis^ 

To mournful plays deny hrijk Epilogues : 
Each gentle /wain, and tender nympb, fay tbey^ ^ 
From a fad tale Jhould go in tears away ; 
From hence quite home Jhould ft reams of forronn Jbed^ 
And, drvusrtd in grief, fteal fupperlefs to led. 

This do3rine it fo grave the Sparh nuotit hear it ; 
They love to go in humour to -their claret. 
The Cat, who owns a little fan worth huytngf 
Holds halfa-crown too much to pay for crying : 
Be/ides, who Anows, without theft healing arts. 
But Love might turn your heads, and break your hearts l 
Jnd the poor Author, by imagined woes. 
Might people Beth'lem with our Belles and Beaux T 

Hence T, who lately bid adieu to pleafure, 
RobVd of my fpoufe, and my dear virgin treafuri { 
/, whom you faw, defpairing, breathe my laft. 
Am free and eafy, as if, nought had paft ; 
Again put on my airs, and plajf my fan ; 
And fear n9 more that dreadful crtaturf, Man* 

^Bu$ 
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*^But wbrnce dots this malicious mirth htfjln ? * 
inowp yt btafts^ you rtckon it no fin. 

*Tis firamio that crimes tho famt, in diff^rtmi flays ^ 
'hu/d movi our horror, and our iamghttr rmfe. 
Ifv// Jon)o ficurg the comic AQor tries ; 
9fc/» if his ijoickedf in blank .verfe he dies* 
Thi -farce t inhere wives prove frail, /till msiit thibejli 
ind the poor cuckold is a ftandiug jeft : 
But our brave bard, a virtuous fin of Ifit, 
Zounts a bold ftroke in Love among the vices i 
ht hJood and wounds Vi gusby land be £ps ye. 
And vjoftes an empire for one raviJFd gypfy% 

What mnfty morals fills an Oxford head. 
To notions of pedantic virtue bred I 
There each fiiff Don at gallantry excUdms, 
And calls Fine men and Ladies filthy names ; 
Tbey tell you Rakes and Jilts corrupt a nation ; 
"^Sucb is the prejudice of education ! 

Ton, nvho know better things, vnU fure approve 
Thffe fcenes, that fifew the boundU/s power of Love. 
Let, when tt^ will, th' Italian Things appear. 
This play, we trufi, fliall throng an assdience here* 
Bold MyronV pajfion, up to frenzy wrought. 
Would ill be warbled through an Eunuch" s throat: 
His part, at leaft, his part requires a Man ; 
Let Nicolani oB it, if he can. 
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? R O L O G U E, 

By a F R I E N D. 



f\FT has the hvjkifii mufe^ ifLtth aBlon mean^ 

Dehoid the glory of the Tragic fcenei 
Vhile punji Villains^ drefid in purph pride^ 
Vitb cfiwiii ehfcene the heaven-iem rage helfd* 

7§ her behngs to mourn the Heroes fate^ 
Xq trace the errmrt of the Wife and Great i 
To mark th^ excefs of paffions too refind^ 
And pednt the tumults of a God-like mind i 
fVhere, 'mix*d with rage, exalted thoughts comline, 
dnd darkefl deeds with beauteous colours flnne. 

Such lights and Jhades in a Wijell-nungVd draughty 
By curious touch of artful pencil wrought 9 
With f oft deceit amufe the deubtful tye^ 
Fleas*d with the confliQ of the various dye. 

Thus, thro* the following fcenes, with fweet furprixe^ 
Virtue nnd guilt in dread confufon rife ; 
And Love and Hate, at once, and Grief and Joy^ 
Pity and Rage, their mingled force employ. 

Here the foft Virgin fees, with fecrct Jhami, 
Her charms excelTd by friendfiifs purer fume \ 

F 3 lorti 
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Torc'dy woith rtluilant njirttu^ to appre*ve 
7 he generous H^*rOf •who refers her love,. 

Behold him there *with gloomy fajjions fimtCd^ 
A ijoife ftt/peSled, and an injur d friend ; 
Tet fuch the toil nvhere innocence is c aught f 
That rajh fufpicion feems luithout a fault. 
We dread a ivhile^ left beauty Jhould fucceed, 
Jlnd almoft wift? evn 'virtue'' s felf may bleed, 

Mark nvell the black Revenge^ the cruel Guilip 
The traitor-fend trampling the lovely fpoil. 
Of Beauty, Truth, and Innocence oppteft^di 
Then let the rage of furies ft re your hreaft. 

Yet ikay his mighty worongs^ his juft difdain^ 
His bleeding country , his lovd father flaint 
His martial pride^ your admiration raife% 
And crotun him with involuntary praife. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 



ME N. 

Sod Aloxc zo, the Spanijh Genera^ Mr. Booth. . 
Don Cahlos, his Friend, Mr. Wilks. 

Don ALVARBZf a Courtier, Mr. Tuvrmono. 

Don Ma»«i,. Attendant of Don iy^^ WittiAiii. 

CARLOS, J 



Zamca, a Captive Moor, 



Mr. Mills. 



WOMEN. 

Leonora, Alvarez's Daughter, Mrs. Portir. 
• Isabella, the Moor't MiHrefs, Mrs. Horton. 
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Enter Zanca. 

Zakga, 

WHETHER M natnre, or long want of pcacc^ 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell ; 
Bat horrors now are not difpleafing to me : 
I like .this rocking of the battlements. 
Rage on, ye winds ; barft, clouds, and waters roar ! 
Yoo bear a juft refemblXce of my fortune. 
And fuit the gloomy habit of any foul. 

lEnter Ifabclla. 
Who's there? My love I 

Isabella. 

Why have you left my bed ? . 
Your abfence more affrights me than the ^^m. 

F 5 Xk>5;o^* 
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Zanga. 

The dead alone, in fuch a night, can reft ; 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away : I choofe to be alone. 

Isabella. 
I know you do, and therefore will not leave you ; 
Excuf| me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Something unufual hangs upon your heart. 
And I will know it ; by our loves, I will. 
To you I facrific'd my virgin fame ; ^ 
Afk I too much, to (hare in your diflrefs f 

Zanga. 
In tears ? Thou fool f Then hear me, and be plunged 
In heirs abyfs, if ever it efcape thee. 
To (Irike thee with adonifliment at once, 
I hate Alonzo. Firft recover that. 
And then thou (halt hear farther. 

Isabella. 

Hate AJonxo f 
I own, I thought Alonxo moft your friend 5 
And that he lod the mader in that name. 

Zanga. 
Hear then : Tis twice three years fince that great man 
(Great let me call him 5 for he conquer'd me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight : 
He flew my father, and threw chains o'er me. 
While I, with pious rage, purfu'd revenge : 
I then was young ; he placed me near his perfon. 
And thought me not diilionour'd by his fervice. 
One day (May that returning day be night. 
The (tain, the curfe of each fucceeding year !] 

For 
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For fomething, or for nothing, in his pride 
He ftnick me ; (While I tell it, do I live ?) 
He fmote me on the cheek — I did not ftab him : 
Fdr that were poor revenge — E*cr fmce, his folly 
Has ftrove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindnefles, and thinks it is forgot. 
Infolent thought ! and like a fecond blow ! 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthlefs ; 
And foch alone can wifely drop revenge. 

Isabella. 
Bat with nK)re temper, Zatiga, tell yoar (lory : 

To fee your ftrong emotions ftartles me. 

Zanga. 
Yes, woman, with a temper that befits it. 

Has the dark adder venom ? So have I, 

When trod upon. Proud Zpaniard^ thou fhalt feel me ! 

For from that day, that day of my diQionour, 

I from that day have cursM the rifing fun. 

Which never fail'd to tell me of my ihame : 

I from th^t day have bleft the coming night. 

Which promised to conceal it ; but in vain ; 

The blow returned for ever in my dream : 

Yet on I toird, and groan d for an occalioa 

Of ample vengeance : None is yet arrived. 

Howe'er, at prefent I conceive warm hopes 

Of what may wound him fore, in his ambicion ; 

Life of his life, and dearer than his foul. * . 

By nightly march he purpos'd to furprize. * 

The Moorijb camp ; but I have taken care 

They (hall be ready to receive his favour. 

Failing in this, a call of utmoll moment^ 

Would darken all the conqueds he has woa. 

F 6 \^i^* 
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Isabella. 
Jail as I entered an exprefs ariivM. /, 

Zakoa. 

To whom ? 

Isabella. 
His friend, Don Carlos. 

Zanga. 

Be propitious, 

Mahomet, on this important hour, 

And give at length my famifh'd foul revenge ! 

What is revenge, but courage to call in 

Our honour's debts, and wifdom to convert 

Others' felf-love into our own protedlion ? 

But fee, the morning ray breaks in upon us ; 

I'll feek Don Car/o/t and enquire my fate. {Exiunt' 

Enter Manuel and Don Carlos. 
Manuel. 
My lord Don Carlos^ what brings your exprefs ? 

Carlos. 
Jkn%o% glory, a^nd the Moors defeat. 
The field is Ibow'd with twice ten thoufand flain. 
Though he fufpedls his meafures were betray'd. 
He'll foon arrive. O how I long t^em brace 
The firil of heroes^ and the bell of friends !— — -' 

1 lov'd h\i^ Leonora long before 

The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 
From whom fo late J/onzo fet me free ; 
And whiltf I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 
This great Jbnzof whom her father honours. 
To be my gentle advocate in love. 
To ftir her heart, and fan its fires, for me. 

Manuel. 
And what fuccc ft ? 
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Carlos. 
Alas.! die crorf aitid ■ * 

Indeed^ her father* who, though high at cooit. 
And powtiiul with the king, has wealth at heart, 
To heal his devaft^Ctions firooi the Moors^ 
Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Eaft, 
My fleet now failing in the fight of Spaith 
(Heav'n guani it && through fach i^ dreaifhl florin !) 
CanAb Biq^ ^uul urgeaher to wed. 

Manuel. 
Her aged father, fee I leads her this way, 

Carlos. 
She looks like radiant ti^uth. 
Brought forward h)r the hand of hoary time«i«Mi 
Yon to the port with fpeed ; 'tis poflible 
Some veffel is arrived: Heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings, which Carlos may receive with joy 1 
£/r//r Alvarez oni Leonora. 

Alvarez. 
Don Carlost I am laboiu-ing in your favour 
With all a parent's foft authority. 
And earneH counfel. 

Carlos. 

Angels iecond you } 
For all my blifs or mifery hangs on it. 

Alvarez. 
Daughter,, the happinefs of life depends 

On oar difcretion, and a prudent choice ; 
Look into thofe they call unfortunate. 
And clofer view'd, you'll find they are unwife ; 
&me flaw in their own condu6t lies beneath. 

And 
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And *tis the trick of fools to fave their credit. 

Which brought another laogaage into ufe. 

Don Carlos is of antient, noble blood ; 

And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune : 

For him the fun is labouring in the mines, 

A faithful flave, and turning earth to gold : 

His keels are freighted with that facred powV, 

By which ev*n kings and emperors are made. 

Sir, you have my good wifhes ; and I hope [To Carlos. 

My daughter is not indifpos'd to hear you. [Exit Alv. 

Carlos. 

Leonora ! why art thou in tears ? 

Becaufe I am lefs wretched than I was ? 

Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 

Hufti'd was your bofom, and your eye ferene. 

Will you for ever help me to new pains, 

And keep refervcs of torment in yom* hand. 

To let them loofe on every dawn of joy ? 

Leonora. 
Think you my father too indulgent to me. 

That he claims no dominion o'er my tears ? 

A daughter fure may be right dutiful, 

Whofe tears alone are free from a reftraint.— 

Carlos. 
Ah my torn heart ! 

Leonora. 
Regard not me, my lord ; 

1 fhall obey my father. 

Carlos. 
Difobey him. 

Rather than come thus coldly ;. than come thus 

With abfent eyes, and alienated mien, 

k SulFVIng 
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SuflT ring addrefs, the ViGtim of my love. 
O let me be undone the common way. 
And have the common comfort to be plty'd. 
And not be ruin*d in the mafk of blifs. 
And fo be envy*d, and be wretched tool 
Love calls for Love. Not all the pride of beauty ; 
Thofe eyes, that tell us what the fun is made of; 
Thofe lips, whofe touch is to be bought with life ; 
Thofe hills of driven fnow, which feen ire felt ; 
All thefe poifeft are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the fubilance of an inward paflioa^ 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 

Leonora. 
Alas ! my lord, we are too delicate ; 
And when we grafp the happinefs we wiih*d. 
We call on wit to argue it away : 
A plainer man would not feel half your pains ; 
But fome have too much wifdom to be happy. 

Carlos. 
Had I known this before, it had been well : 
I had not then folicited your father 
To add to my diftrefs ; as you behave. 
Your father's kindncfs (labs me to the heart. 
Give me your hand—Nay, give it, Leonora: 
You give it not ;— nay, yet you give it not— 
I raviih it.— 

Leonora. 
I pray, my lord, no more. 
Carlos. 
Ah ! why (o fad ? You know each llgh does (hake me ; 

Sighs there, are tempefts here. 

I've he3u'd« bad men would be anbleft in heav'n : 
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What is my guih, that makes me To with you ? 
Have I not langukh*d preilrate at thy feet ? 
Have I not ]Wi whole days upon thy fight? 
Have I not feen thee where thou haft not been ? 
Andy mad with the idea^ clafp'd the wind* - 
And doaied opon nothing ? 

Lbonoea. 

Coart me not. 
Good Carlos, by recoonting of my faults^ 
And telling how imgratefnt I have been : 
Alas ! my lord, if talking would prevail, 
I could faggeft much better arguments. 
Than thofe regards you threw away on me ; 
Your valour, honour, wifdom, praised by all : 
But bid phyficians talk our veins to temper. 
And with an argument new-fet a pulfe ; 
Then think, my lord, of reafoning into love« 

Carlos. 
Muft I then defpair ? Do not (hake me thus ; 
My tempeft-bcaten heart is cold to death : 
Ah ! turn, and let me warm me ia thy beauties. 
Heav'ns ! what a proof I gave, bot two nights paft. 
Of matchlefs love ! To fling me at thy feet, 
I (lighted friend(hip, and I fiew from fame ; 
Nor heard the fummons of the next day's battle : 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left 
The prOmi8*d fight ; I left AIohm too. 
To (land the war,^ and queU a world alone. \Trumpits* 

Leonora. 
The vi^r comes. My lord, I muft withdraw^ 
Carlos. 
-^d fflift 7M ati?. 
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LlONORA, 

Vn^y ftoold yoa wifli m j ftty ? 
Your friend's arrival mil briag comfort to 70U, 
My prefence none ; it pains yoii Mid myfdf : 
For both our fakes, pevmit nm lo withdraw. {Bxii Leon. 

CAaLOs. 
Sure» there*8 no perils bat in love. O bow 
My foes would boaft tp fee pe look fe pale f 
Emtiif Alonbq. 

Carlos. 

Alanscof 

Alonzo. 
Carbs l^^l am whole again : 
Clafpt in thy |mm, it makes my heart entire. 

Caelm. 
Whom dare J thus embrace ? Thecon^joerorof ^fW^if 

Alonzo. 
Ycsy much more ; Pon Qarhi friend. 
Tb« QQA^^eft of thp w^rld woold cpft W iim% 
Should it beget one thought pf diftance in thee : 
I rife in virtues to come i^aier thee x '* 
I conquer with Don Cat^s in my eye 1 
And thus I claim my victory's reward. [BwAtadni birft* 

Carlos. 
A vldory indeed ? Your godlike arm 
Has made one fpot the ^rave oiAfnca, 
Suck numbers f^ll ; and the furvivor$ fled 
As frighted palTengers from off the firand* 
When the tempeftuons fea comes roaring on them- 

Alonzo. 
'Twas^Ceriktf conquered-; *twas his cruel chains 

Inflamed mtf^ a rage unknown before. 

And threw my^ former anions far behind. 
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Carlos. 
I love fair Leonora : How I love her I 
Yet Hill I find (I know not how it is) 
Another hearty another foal^ for thee : 
Thy friend(hip warms, it ralfes, it tranfports 
Like mufic ; pure the joy without allay ; 
Whofe very rapture is tranquility : 
But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous blifs, 
Heightened indeed beyond all mortal pleafures ; 
But mingles pangs and madnefs in the bowl. 

Enter Zanga. 

Zanoa. 
Manuel^ my lord, returning from the poff. 
On bufinefs, both of moment and of halle. 
Humbly begs leave to fpcak in private with you, 

Carlos. 
In private ?— Ha — jilon^o^ 111 return ; 

No bufmefs can detain me long from thee. [Exit Car*. 

Zanca. 
My lord Alon^o^ I obey'd your orders. 

Alonzo. 
IWiU the fair Leonora pafs this way \ 

Zanga. 
She will, my lord ; and foon. 
. . Alonzo. 

Come near me> Zanga i 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 
Never was fuch a day of triumph known f 
There^s not a wounded captive in my train. 
That flowly followed my proud cjiariot wheels. 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains. 
But is a god to me : I am moft wretched. 

In 
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In his captivity, thoa know'ft, Don Carkst 

My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 

Deputed me his advocate in love. 

To talk to Leonoras heart, and make 

A tender party in her thoughts, for him. 

What did I do ? !• lov'd myfelf. Indeed, 

One thing there is might leiTen my offence 

(If fuch offence admits of being leflenM) ; 

I thought him dead ; for (by what fate I know not) 

His letters never reached me. 

Zanoa. [AfiJeJ] 

Thanks to Zanga^ 
Who dience contrived that evil which has happenM. 

Alonzo, 
YeSy cursed of beav'n I I lov*d myfelf; and now. 
In a late aflion refcaed from the Moors, 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. 

Zanga. 

We hear, my lord, that in that a£lion too. 
Your ihterpofing arm preferv'd his life.' 

Alonzo. 
It did— -with more than the expence of mine r .\ 
For, O ! this day is mentioned for their nuptials. 
But fee, (he comes— Fll take my leave, and die. 

Zanc^. [JfiJe.] 
Hadil thou a thoufand lives, thy death would pleafe me. 
Unhappy fate I My country overcome ; 
My fix years hope of vengeance quite expired !-• 
Would nature were— I will not fall alone ; 
But others' groans fhall tell the world my death. 

EfU<r 
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Entir Leomora* 

Alonzo. 
'When natare ends wkk angaiih like to this,' 
Sinners fhall take their laft leave oi the fmi^ 
And bid the light adieu. 

Leonora. 

The miglity conqueror. 
Difmay'd I I thought you gave the foe yoor forrows* 

AtONZO. 

cruel infult ! are thofe tears your fport. 

Which nothing but a love for you could draw ? 

Jfrick I quell'dy in hope by that to purchafe 

Your leave to figh u&fcorn'd i but t cofl»plain nat% 

*Twat but a world ; and you ztt^^Lionoran 

Leonora. 
That paffion, which you boaft oiF, 19 your guilt ; 

A treafon to your friend. You think mean of me. 

To plead your crimes as nnotives of my love. 

Alonzo. 
Youy Madam, ought to thank thofe crimes yon blame; 
^is they permit you to be thus inhuman ; 
Without the cenfure both of earth and heav*n— — • 

1 fondly thought a laft look might beicind, 
Farewel for ever.»^This fevere behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it fweet to die. 

Leonora* [AJidiJ\ 
Farewel for ever !— -Sweet to die !— O heaven ! 
Alonzo f ftay ; yoo muft not thus efcape mej 
But hear your gvilt at large. 

Alomzo. 

O Leonora ! 

WJkat could I do ? In duty to my friend, 
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I fsvir yoa ; tnd to (ee» is to admire : 

For Carlos did I pletd, and moll fincerdjr s 

Witnefs the thoaCand agosiei it cofi me : 

Yoa know I did ; I fought bat your efteem ; 

If that is guilty an angel had been guilty : 

I often figh*d ; nay, wept; bat could not help it s 

And fore it is no crime to be in pain ! 

But grant my crime was greats Vol greatly cort'd. 

What would yoo more ? Am I not moft undone ? 

This ufage is like ftamping on the murdered. 

When life is fled ; moft barbarous and onJniL 

Lbonora. [Gnng.'\ 
If from your guilt none fufferM but yonrlel^ 
It might be fo Farewell 

Alovzo* 

WhofofFertwithme? 
Leonora. 
Enjoy yoor ignmmce, and let me go. 

Alonzo. 
Alas ! what is there I can fear to knOw» 
Sipce I already know your hate ? Your aAibns 
Have long fince tdd me that. 

Leonora. 

They flatterM you, 
Alokzo. 
How f Flattered me ! 

Leoitora. 
O iearch in fate no further 1 
I hate thee, O Jknxo ! How I hate thee ! 

ALONftO. 

Indeed ! And do yon weep for hatred too ? 

what a doubtful torment heaves my heart f— — ^ 

1 hope it moft«-and yet I dxead it more. 
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Should it be (b ; ihooU licr tears flow from thence; 
How would mj (bid bbze ap in ecftafj ! 
Ah» no! How fink into the depth <rf hoaonf 

Leokora. 
Whjr woold 70a force mj iajr? 

Alovzo. 

What mean thefe tean? 

LtOKORA. 

I weep bj chance; nor have mj tean a meaning—— 
Bat» O ! when I tuft faw JJoaxai tears, 
I knew their meaning wdL 
lAion./aUt fajpnmiefy — bis hues, mnd takes her hmd. 

Alorzo. 
Heavens, what is this ? That excellence for which 
Defire was planted in the heart of man ; 
Virtne^s fapreme reward on this fide heaven \ 
The cordial of my fod I and this defboys me—: 
Indeed I flatter^ me that thoa didft hate. 

Leomoka. 
Jlonzot pardon me the injury 
Of loving yod: I firaggled with my pafllon. 
And firoggled long; let that be fome ezcafe, 

Alonzo. 
Unkind ! Yon know I think yoar love a bleffing 
Beyond all human bleffings ; *tis the price 
Of fighs and groans, and a whole year of dying : 
Bot O the curfe of curfes I-*0 my friend ! 

Leonora. 
Alas! 

Alonzo. 
What fays my love ? Speak, LeMtd. 

Lbohora. 
Was it for you, my lord, to be fo quick 

In 
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In finding oat objedions to our love ? 

Think yon (o ftrong my love, or weak my vlrtae^ 

It was unfafe to leave that part to me ? 

Alonzo. 
Is not the day then fiz'd for yoor efponfals ? 

Leonora. 
Indeed, my father once had thought that way ; 
Bat marking how the marriage pain'd my hearty 
Long he ftood doabtful ; but at laft refolvM 
Your counfely which determines him in all^ 
Shoald ^Ih the debate. 

Alonzo* 
' O agony ! 

Muft I not only lofe her, but be made 

Myfeif the inftrament ? Not only die. 

But plunge the dagger in my heart myfeif ? 

This is refining on calamity, 

LeonoeaJ 
What \ do you tremble, left yoa (hould be mine ? , 
For what elfe can yoa tremble ? Not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. 

Alomzo. 
What's in, my power ? — O yes, to ftab my friend ? 

Leonora. 
To dab your friend were barbarous indeed ! 
Spare him—and murder me — I own, Alonzo^ 
You may well wonder at fuch words as thefe ; 
I ftart at them myfeif ; they fright my nature : 
Great is my fault ; but blame not me alone : 
Give him a little blame, who took fuch pains 
To make me guilty. 

Alonzo. 
Torment ! 
\Aft9r a (au/f ^ Vtwwst^ Iv«kx% 
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Lbohora. 

O mf flunne ! 
I fu^ and ioe in viin ; it is moft juft : 
When women foe, they fac to be deny*d. 
Yott hate me, yoo defpife me : Ton do well s 
For what Pre done, I hate and fcom roy&lf. 
O night, fall On Ae i I fiiall Uolh to death, 

Firft perilh alL 

Leowoea. 
Say ; what have yon refolrM ? 
My father comes ; what anfwer will you give him ? 

Alokzo. 
What anfwer ? Let me look upon that face, 
Aud read it there-*— Devote thee to another ! 
Not to be borne ! A fecond look undoes me. 

Leonoka: 
And why undo yon ? Is it then, my lord. 

So terrible to yield to your own wiihes, 

Becanfe they happen to concur with mine ? 

Cruel ! to take fuch pains to win a heart,' 

Which you wifts confcious you muA break with parting. 

Ai. o N zo* {^Rwti and imkrmits Afr.]. 
No, Leonora I I am thme for ever. 

In fpight of GrAf^Ha ! Who^s that ? My frieUd f 

[Stmrir^toidf/hmhir. 
Alas ! I iee him pale i I hear his groans ; 
He foams, \» tears hil hair, he raves, he bleeds i 
(I know him by myfeif ) he dies difhrftOed. 

Leo»oRA« 
How dreadful to be cut from what we lovef 

Alonsk). 
Ah! fpeaknomore. 

La- 
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Leonora. 
And tyM to what we hate ! 

Alonzo. 



Isitpoflible? 



Leonora. 

Alonzo. 
Death! 

Leonora. 
Alonzo. 




Can you ? 



Oh— 
take a limb ; but let my virtue Tcape. 
i! my fouly this moment I die for thee. [Breah a^-jvay, 

Leonora. 
are you perjur'd then virtue's fake ? 
r often have you fwom ? But go for ever — [Swoo/ts, 

Alonzo. 
rt of my heart, and effcnce of my joy ! 

jrc art thou ?— O, Tm thine, and thine for ever f 
groans of friendihip (hall be heard no more ; 

whatfoever crimes I can commit^ 

felt the pains already. 

Leonora. 

Hold, Akn%o ; 

I hear a maid, whom doubly thou hail conquered ; 
ire th>' virtue, as I love thy perfon ; 

I I adore thee for the pains it gave me : 
as I felt the pain, Y\\ reap the fruit ; 
(hine out in my cum, an4 ihevv the world 
' great example was not loll upon me. 

t enough, that I have once been guilty ; 

tght of fuch a pattern, to perfift, 

ot.IL G V\ 
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Ill fuits a perfon honoorM with yoar lore. 
My other dtles to that blifs are weak ; 
I mud deferve it by refufiqg it.: 
Thas then I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 
Shall I contribute to Ahm$i»\ crimes \ ^ 

No, though the life-blood gafhes from my |^eait. 
You fhall not be aiham'd of Ltonora, 
Or, that late time may put our names together. 
Nay, never (brink ; take back the bright example 
You lately lent : O take it while you may ; 
While I can give it you, and be immortal. [EiHti 

Alonzo. 
She*s gone, and I (hall fee that face no more^; 
But pine in abfeace, and till death adore. 
When with cold dew my fainting brow is himg, . 
And my eyes darken, from my fault ring tongue ^' 
Her name will tremble iii a feeble moan^ ;'^ ^' 

And Love, with Fate, divide my dytxkg groim*^ *' * '^ 

■- '^'> 

A C T It SCENE!. 

Enter Makvbl and Z AUG A» 

Z.'NCA. ._. .; ■ 

IF this be true, I cannot blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos : .'tis but human, in ;yp|l» \-vii/. 
But when arriv'd your difinal news ? . ... »; r.e^ ,mA 

MaHUEIm . . S r^oil' 

This bopr^ ' - 

6 2A)fGA« 
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Zaitga. 

, not t veflid fay'd i 

Manvil. 

All, fHh the florm 

arVl ; and now, o*tr hk late envyM fortane, 
lolphiiy bouMl, «nd watry mbttntaias roar» 
aphant in his ruin. . 

Zanga. 
Is Ahante 
minM to deny his daughter to him ? 
treafare was on fhore ; maft that too join 
common wreck ? 

Manuel. 
Ahvartx pleads indeed, 

Leonora^i heart it diiinclined, 
pleads that only ; fo it was this morning* 
a he concarr'd : The tempeft broke the match, 
funk hia favour, when it funk the gold : 
lore of gold is double in his heart ; 
vice of age, and of Jl'varex too. 

Zanga. 
' 4oes9on Carhs bear it \ 

Manuel. 

Like a man, 
fe heart feels moft a human heart can feel, 
ci^ons beft a human head can reafon. 

Zanga. 
s he then in abfolute defpair ? 

Manuel. 
It to fee his Leonora more : 

» quite to quench all future hope, Ahare%' 

» Alonzo to efpoufe his daughter 

vtry day ; for he has learnt their loves. 

G z T^\:^^^\ 
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.Zavga. 

Ha ! was not that received with ecftafy 

By Don Alo«Z9 f 

Manuel. 
Yesy at firft ; but foon 

A damp came o'er him ; it would kill his friend, . 

Zanga. 

Not if his friend confent^d ; and iince now 

He can't himfelf efpoufe her— 
Manuel. 

Yet to afk it 

Has fomething (hocking to a generous mind ; 

At Icaft Alonzo'% fpirit ftartles at it. 

Wide is the diilance between our defpair. 

And giving up a midrefs to another. 

But I muft leave you. Carlos wanta fopport 

In his fevere afEidlion. {Exit Mamrel. 

Zanga. ^ 

Ha! it dawns! 

It rifes to me like a new- found world 

To mariners long time diflrefs'd at fea, 

Sore from a ftorm, and all their viands fpent ; ■ 

Or like the fun juH riling out of chaos. 

Some dregs of antient night not quite purged off: ' 

But I (hall fini(h it— Ho ! Ijahella ! 

Enter Ifaklli. 
I thought of dying ; better things come forward ; 
Vsngeance is ftill alive ; from her dark covert. 
With all her fnakes eredl upon her creft. 
She (lalks in view, and (ires me with her charms. 
When, Ifabely arriv'd Don Carlos here ? . 

Isabella. 
Two nights ago. ZA!ioi# 



\ 



A TRAGEDY. 125 

Zahga. 
That was the very night 

Before the battle— Memory, fet down that; 

It has the eiTence of a crocodile. 

Though yet but in the (hell-— 111 give it birth—— 

What time did he return } 

Isabella. 

At midnight. 

Zanga. 

Say, did he fee, that night, his Leonora f 

ISABBLLA. 

No« my good lord. 

Zanga, 

No matter«*Tell me, womao^ 
Is not Abimo radier brave than cautious ; 
Honeft than fubtle ; above fraud himfelf ; 
Slow therefore to fufpe^t it in another ? 

Isabella. 
YoQ beft can judge; but fo the world thinks of him. 

/anga. 

Why that is well— .Go fetch my tablets hither. 

[Exit Ifabella. 
Two nights ago, my father's facred (hade 
Thrice ftalk'd around my bed, and fmil'd upon me ; 

He fmird, a joy then little undcrftood 

It moil be fo— and if fo, it is vengeance 
Worth waking of the dead for. 

[^Ri'inter Ifabella with the tablets. Zanga writes; 
then reads 9 as to himfelf. 

Thus it (lands—— 
The father's fixt— Don Carlos cannot wed — - 
AionM may— but that will hurt his friend—^ 

G 3 ^^x 
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Nor can he a(k his leave— —If he did. 

He might not pthk it— — *Ic it hard to give 

Our own coo&nl to ills, though we. muft bar then. — 

Were it not then a ma(lerpiece» worth ail 

The wiAiom I can boat, firft to perfuaidp. 

JionKo to reqoeft it of his friend. 

His friend to grant-*thon» bom, that very grant. 

The ftroDgeft proof of frkndihip man can give, 

(And other motives) to w«rk oat a caafe 

Of jealoafy, to rack Jlonxo't peace ?— — 

I have turned o*er the catalogue of woet , 

Which fting the heart of man, and find fOQC eqoal : 

Jt is the Hydra of calamities ; 

1 he ievea-fold death^: The jealous are the damned. 

O jealoufy, each other paffion*s calm 

To thee, thoo conflagration of the foal ! 

Thou king of to/ments f thou grand couotcvpoise 

For all the tranfports beauty can infpire I 

Isabella. 
Jhnzo comes this way. 

Zanoa. 

Mod opportunely. 
Withdraw^— Ye fubtle D^tmons^ which refidc [tx. I£u 
In courtff, and do your work with bows and finilet. 
That little enginVy, more mifchievoos 
Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's marder. 
Teach me to look a lye ; give oie your maze 
Qf gloomy thought, and iatrieate defign. 
To catch the man I hate, and then devour. 

[^Euter Alonzo. 
My lord, I give yon yof. 

Alokzo. 
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Alonzo* 

Of what, good ZoHia f^ 

Zavga. 
t the lordy Ltmura yours ? 
Alonzo. 
will become of Carlos f 

Zanoa. 

Hc*8 your friend ; 

fince he can^t efpoufe the fau- himfelf, 
take fome comfort from Alon%o\ fortune. 

Alonzo. 
f thon little know*il the force of lore ; 
feigni a faltan with anriraird fway, 
all relations, friendihip's ielf» to death, 
kce he*8 jealous of it. I love Carhs % 
yell I know what pangs I felt this morning 
% intended nuptials : For myfelf 
n felt pains, which now for him I feel. 

Zanoa. 
will not wed her then ? 

Alonzo. 

Not inftantly : 

t his broken heart the very moment I 

Zanga. 

lerftand you: But you^U wed hereafter, 

a your friend^s gone, and his firft pain afTwagM ? 

Alonzo. 
I to blame for that ? 

Zanga. 

My lord, I love 
' very errors ; they are bom from virtue : 
friendfiiip (and what nobler paflion claims 
heart ?) does lead your blindnefs to your ruin. 

G 4 Confider, 
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Confidery wherefore did Al'vartz, break 

Don Carlos' match, and wherefore urge Alonxo'i \ 

*Twas the fame caufe ; the loire of wealth : Tomorrow 

May fee Aionxo in Don Carlos' fortune ; 

A higher bidder is a better friend ; 

And there are princes figh for Leonora. 

When your friend's gone, you'll wed ; why then the caufc. 

Which gives you Leonora now, will ceafe* 

Carlos has loft her ; fhould you lofe her too. 

Why then you heap new torments on your friend. 

By that refpe£t which laboured to relieve him— — 

^js well ; he is difturbM ; it makes him paofe. [Jfdi* 

Alonzo. 
Think'ft thou, my Zanga^ ihould I afk Don Carlos^ 
His goodnefs will confent that I ihould wed her ? 

Zanga. ^ 

I know it would. 

Alonzo. 
But then the craelty 

To afk it ; and for me to afk it of him f 

Zanga. 
Mcihinks, yoo are fcverc upon your friend : 
Who was it gave him liberty and life ? 

Alonzo. 
That is the very reafon which forbids it: 
Were 1 a (Iranger, I could freely fpcak : 
In me, it fo refembles a demand. 
Exacting of a debt, it fhocks my nature. 

Zanga. 
My lord, you know the fad alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one pang, or not ? 
It hurts not me, my lord, but as I love you ; 

Warmly 
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Warmly as you, I wi(h Don Caries well ; 

Bat I am likewife Don Alon%o% friend : 

There all the difference lies between us two : 

In me, my lord, you iiear another felf. 

And, give me leave to add, a better too» 

Cleared from thofe errors, which, tho' caused by virtae. 
Are fuch as may hereafter give you pain.— 
Don Lofex^ of Cajlilg, woald not demur thus. 

Alonzo. 
Periih the name ! What ! facrifice the fair 

To age and illnefs, becaufe fet in gold ? 

I'll to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me : 

I have not feen him iince his fore afflidion; 

But ihttnn'd it, as too terrible to bear : 

How ihall I bear it now ? I'm ilruck already. [Ex. AJL 

Zanga. 

Half my work is done. I muft fecure 

Don Carlos t e'er Jlonzo fpeaks with him. 

[Hi gives a meffage to a ferniant ; thtn returns* 

Frond, \i2Xt^'Zfain I oft drench'd in Moorijh blood ; 

Doft thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? 

Shake not thy tow'rs where e'er I pafs along, 

Confcious of ruin, and their great dellroyer ? 

Shake to the centre, if Alonz,o\ dear. 

Look down, O holy prophet f fee me torture 

This Chriilian dog, this infidel, which dares 

To fmite thy vouries, and fpurn thy law ; 

And yet hopes pleafure from too radiant eyc5. 

Which look as they were lighted up for thee ! 

Shall he enjoy tiiy paradife below ? 

Blaft the bold thought, and curfe him with her charms.-— 

But fee the melancholy Lover comes. 

G J I.ivtw 



»jo THE JlEVENG*E. 

Enter Don CAiitos, 
Carlos. 
Hope, thou kaft t«ld me lies from iij to da^^ 
For more thaa twenty years ; vile prooairer !' 
None here are happy, bat i^ very fool» 
Ov very wifis ; and I want fool enoogh. 
To fmile in vanities, and hug^ a flia^ow ;; 
Nor have I wifdom to elaborate 
An artificial happinefs from pains : 
£v*n joys are pains, becaufe they cannot laff. [9%^ 
Yet much is talk*d of blifs ; it is the art 
Of fuch as have the world in tbeir/pofleffioo^ 
To give it a good name, that foob may envy ; 
For envy to fmaJI minds tis flattery. 
How many lift the head, look gay, and* finife',. 
Againil their confciences H And this^ we know ;. 
Yet, knowing, difbelievc ;, and try again 
What we have try'd, and ftruggle with convidion fc 
Each new experience gives the former credit, 
And reverend grey Threefcore is bu^ a yQtl(;her». 
That Thirty told us true. 

ZANGAr 

My noble loid, 
I mourn your fate : But are no hopes Surviving ^ 

Carlos.. 
No hopes. Jharex has a heart of ftecl :. 
*Tis fixt ; 'tis paft ; 'tis abfolute defpair. 

Zanga. 
You wanted not to have yoar heart made teadct 

^y your own pains, to feel a friend'S: diHrefs* 

CAaLo»» 

* wnderfland you well. AIqum loves ; 

^ P'fy him. Zakcm 
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Zanca. 
I dare be fwom yoa do : 
Yet he has other thoughts. 

Carlos. 

What canft thoo mean f 

ZaH6A« 

Indeed he has ; and fears to afk a faTOur, 
A (Iranger from a ftranger might reqiieft ; 
What cofts yoa Nothing* yet is All to him : 
Nay» what indeed will to your glory^ add, 
for nothing ^ore than wifhing yoar friend well. 

Carlos. 
I pray be plainer His happintfs is mine. 

Zanga^ 
He lores to death ; but fo reveres his friend» 
He can*t perfuade his heart to wed the maid» 
Without your leave, and that he fears to aik 
In perfed tendemefs : I org'd him to it. 
Knowing the deadly ficknefs of his heart. 
Tour overflowing goodnefs to your friend,. 
Your wifdom, and defpair yourfelf to wed her ;. 
I wrung a promife from> him he would try ; 
And now I come a mutual friend to both. 
Without his privacy, talet you know it. 
And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 

Carlos. 
Ha! if he weds, I am undone indeed : 

Not Don JIvarexicli can then relieve me. 

Zan^ga. 
Alas ! my lord, jom knt^w hit heart is ftuh^ 
'Tis fxt ! "tis faft. ! 'tis ahfolute Je%air. 

Carcos. 
O cruel heav'n ! and is it not enough 
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That I mud never, never fee her more ? 
Say, is it not enough that I muft die ; ^ 

But mud I be tormented in the grave ? 
Aik my confent !— Muft I then give her to him ? 
Lead to his nuptial (heets the blufhing maid ? 
O! Leonora! never, never, never! 

Zanca. [^jljide.1 
A florm of plagues upon him f He refufes. 

Carlos. 
What I wed her ?— and to-day ? 
Zanca. 

Today, or never: 

To-morrow may fome wealthier lover bring. 
And then J/onzo is thrown out like you ; 
Then whom (hall he condemn for his misfortune ? 
Carioj is an Alvarez to his love. 
Carlos. 

torment ! whither (hall I turn ? 

Zanga. 

To peace. 

Carlos. 
Which is the way ? 

Zanga. 

His hafpinefs is yours : 

1 dare not difbelieve you. 

Carlos. 

Kill my friend ! 

Or worfe f Alas f and can there be a worfe ?— 
A worfe there is ! nor can my nature bear it. 

Zanga. 
You have convinced me, ^tis a dreadful ta(k; 
I find, Alon%o% quieting her this morninj. 
For Carlos fake, in tendernefs to yoa. 

Betray'* 
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etrayM mc to believe it Icfs fevere 
han I perceiv€Lic is. — — 

CAK.Las. 

Thoa doft upbraid me. 

Zanga. 
o, my good lord ; but fince you can'c comply^ 
ris my misfortune that I mentioned it ; 
or had I not, Alonxo would indeed 
[ave dy*d, as now ; but not by your decree. 

Carlos. 
y my decree ! Do I decree his death ? 

do Shall I then lead her to his arms ? 

> f which fide (hall I take ? be ftabb*d ? or— ftab ? 

7is equal death, a choice of agonies. 

h, no f all other agonies are eafe 

o one — O Leonora ! — Never, never ? ^^ 

ro, Zanga, go ; defer the dreadful trial, 

ho' but a day ; fomeching perchance may happen 

'o fofcen all to friend(hip, and to love : 

'0 i flop my friend ; let me not fee him now ; 

ut fave ua from an interview of death* 

Zanga. 
[y lord, Tm bound in duty to obey you ■ 
' I not bring him^ may Jlonzo profper. {4fidi. 

[Exit Zanga* 

Carlos. 
Tiat is this world ? — Thy fchool, O miiery f 

ur only leflbn is to learn to fufFer ; 
nd he who knows not that, was born for nothing, 
ho* deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 
[y comfort is, each moment takes away 
grain at lead from the dead load that's on me. 

And 
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And gives a neacer pn>fpe£t of the grave. 
But put it moft feverely — (hociM I live- 



Live long — Alas! there 19 no length in time; 
Not in thy time, O man I What's foarfcore years f 
Nay, what indeed the age of time itfelf. 
Since cut from out eternity *s wide round f 
Away then. To a mind refolv'd and wife. 
There is an impotence in mifer/r 
Which makes me fmile, when all it^ (hafts are in mci 
Yet L^Mr^r^T-— She can make time long ; 
Its nature alter, as (he altered mine : 
While in theloftre of her charms I lay,. 
Whole fumroer funs rolPd unpeECeiv*d away $ 
I years for days, and days for moments told» 
And was furprizM to hear that I grew Mi 
Mow fate does rigidly its dues regain. 
And every moment is an agp of pain. 

Ji hi is going outp Enttr Zanga «W Alonso. Zaiusa 
flops Carlos. 

Zanga^. 
Is this Don Car&s f This the boafted friend* T 

How can you turn your back upon his fadn<ife ? 
Look on him ; and then leave him* if you can. 
Whofe farrows thus deprefs-him ? Not his own:: 
This moment he could wed without your leave.. 

Caillos. 
F cannot yield, nor can I bear his griefs. 

Alon%o t [Going to him^ and taking bis Iwidi 

Alonzo. 
O Carlos ! 

Carlos. 
Pray, forbear. 

Alonzo. 
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Alonso. 
Art thoa undone, and (hall AIomks fmile } 
-^lonzo ! who perhaps in fome degree 
Contributed to caofe thy dieadiul fate ? 
1 was deputed goardiaa of thy love ^ 
But, Q ! I loy'd myfelf. Ptw down, Jfimtrnf 
On this devoted head ; make me your mark;. 
And be the world by my example taaght» 
How facrcd it (houU hoki the name of friend! 

Carlos. 
You charge yourfelf unjitfUy ;. well I know 

The only caafe of iny fevere afflidion. 

JIvariiG, curs*d jf/«Mrf««**S(i much anguiAf. 

Felt for fo fmall a failttre>. is one merit 

Which fauhlefs wtue wants. The crime wis milieu 

Who placM thee tfacre^ where only thou could'ft fail ;. 

Thougb well I knew that dreadful poft of honour 

1 gave thee to maintain. Ah ! who could bear 

Thofe eyes unhart ^ The wounds myfelf have felt. 

Which wounds abne fheuld caufe me to condemn thee; 

They plead in thy excuft ; lor I too (bove ' 

To fliun thofe fices, and found *twas not in man, 

Alokzo. 
You caft in fliades the failures of a friend. 

And foften all ; but think not you deceive me : 
I know my guik ; and I implore your pardon. 
As the fole glimpfe f can obtain of peace« 

Carlos. 
Pardon fov him who^ but this morning, threw 

Fair Leonora from his heart, all bathM 

In ceafelefs tears, and bluihing with her Love ? 

ViiTho,, like a rofe-Ieaf, wet with morning de>v. 



ig6 THE REVENGE. 

Would have ftack clofe, and daog for ever there ? 
But *twas in thee, through fbndnefs to thy hten&. 
To (hut thy bofom againft ecftafies ; 
For which, whilft this pulfe beats, it beats to thee r 
While this blood flows, it flows for my Alonxo ;. 
And erery wifli is levelPd at thy joy. 

Zanga. [To Alonzo.] 
My lord, my lord, this is your time to fpeak. 

AiOHzo. \To Zanga.] 
Becaufe he^s kind ? It therefore is the worft ; * 
For *tis his kindnefs which I fear to hurt : 
Shall the fame moment fee him flnk in woes^ 
And me providing for a flood of joysr 
Rich in the plunder of his happineis ? 
No.; I may die ; but I can never ipeak. 

Carlos. [AJUe.'] 
Now, now it comes ! they are concerting it ^ 
The firft word ftrikes me dead — O Leonora I 
And (hall another tafle her fragrant breath I 
Who knows what after-time may bring to pafs I 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her flill. 

Alonzo. [To Zanga.] 
Do I not fee him quite poflefsM with anguifh. 
Which, like a dsmon, writhes him to and fro ;. 
And (hall I pour in new ? No, fond defire ; 
No, love! One pang at parting, and farewel: 
I have no other love but Carlos now. 

Carlos. 
Alas, my friend ! why, with fuch eager grafps,, 

Doft prefs my hand, and weep upon my cheek ^ 

Alonzo. 
If, after death, oar forms (as fome believe) 
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Shall be tranfparent, naked every tkooghe. 

And friends meet friends, and read each other's hearts, 

Thou'lt know, one day, that thoa waft held moft dear. 

Farewel. 

Carlos. 

Ahnxo^ day— -He cannot fpeA— • [H«A/i him. 

Left it ihottld grieve me— Shall I be out«done ? 

And lofe in glory, as I lofe in love ? \^Afidi. 

I take it much unkindly, my AlonKo^ 

Yod think fo meanly of me, not to fpeak, 

^httk^ well I know, your heart is near to borfting. 

Have you forgot how yon h&ve bound me to you F 

Your fmalleft friendfhip's liberty and life. 

Alonzo. y 

There, there it is, my friend ; it cuts me diere. 

How dreadful is it, to a generous mind. 

To aik, when fure it cannot be denyM f 

Carlos. * 

How greatly thought! In all he tow'rl above me. [Afiie. 

Then you coofefs you would a(k fomething of me. 

Alonzo. 
No, on my foul. 

Zanga. \7o Alonzo.] 
Then lofe her. 

Carlos. 

Glorious fpiritf 

Why, what a pang has he run through for this ! 

By heaven, I envy him his agonies. 

Why was not mine the moft illuftrious lot. 

Of ftarting at one adion from below. 

And flaming up into confummate greatnefs ? 

Ha I Angels, ftrengthen me !*— It ihall be fo 

I can't 
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I cin*t w«nt ftreagdt* Gfeat aAions^ oact foncel^ 
fitrtngthoi like WiBe« and antmate the foal, 
Aad call thtmielret to being* \^Jfidi.\ My Jkit, 
Since thy great foul diiHains to make reqoeft. 
Receive with favour that I make to thee» 

Alonz»« 
What meant atiy Csrhs f 

Carlos. 
Pray ob&rve me well \ 

Fate and Ahvanx tore her from my heai:t } 
Andy plucking up my love, they had weU nigh 
PlackM up life too i for they were twinM together 
Of that no more^— What now does reafon bid \ 
I cannot wed P arewel my happinefs \ 
But, O my (bul I with care provide for hen : 
In life, how weak, how helplefs, is a woman t 
Soon httfty in happineis itielf iinfafe. 
And often wounded, while (he plucks the roTe \ 
So properly the objedl of afRidion, 
That heav*n is pleas'd to make diftrefs become her, 
And drefies her moft amiably in tears. 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair^ 
Be thou her guardian, and thou mud be mine^ 
Shut out the thoufand prelTing ills of life 
With thy furrounding arms— Do this ; and theft 
Set down the liberty and life thou gav'ft me 
As little things^ as efTays of thy goodnefs^ 
And rudiments of friendOiip fo divine. 

Alonzo. 
There is a grandeur in thy goodnefs to me, 

Which with thy foes would render thee adorM ; 

But have a care ; nor think I can be pleased 
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with any thing ihat lajrs in pains for thee : 
Thoa 6o& di£cmUe, and tbj heart's in tean. 

Carlos. 
My heart's in health, my fpiritt dance their roondi 
And at my eye pleaftre looks one in fmiks. 

Alouxo. 
And canft thou» canft thoupart with Limnra / 

CARLOa. 

I do not part with her i I give her thee. 

Alonxo* 

Car Us t 

Carlos. 
Don't diftnift me i Fm fincere i 

I^ hlrltfir im fimpk >ftici ia mt^ 
lik morn- dHM ibotf Mfign Itor fi»r my Mie I 

1 bat perform a virtue learnt from thee ; 
Difcharie a'debt^ and pay Jker to diy wilies» 

Alonzo. 
Ah ! how ? »i B ut think not words were ever mado 
For fuch occafions : Silence, tears, embraces. 
Are languid eloquence : I'll feek relief 
In abfence from the pain of fo moch goodnefi i 
There thank the bleil above, thy ible fuperiors, ^ 
Adore, and raife my though^ of them by thee. [£m>« 

Zanoa. IJjidt.} 
Thus far fuccefs has crown'd my boldeS hope : 
My next care is, to haflen thefe new naptials ; 
And then my mailer-works begin to play. 
Why that was greatly done, without one figh iTo Car. 
To carry fuch a glory to its period. 

Carlos. 
Too foon thou pmifeil mei He's gone ; and now 

Imuft 
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I mnft unflaice my over-burden'd heart. 
And let it flow : I would not grieve my friend 
With tears, nor interrupt my great defign ; 
Great, fare, at ever human breaft dorft think oL 
But now my forroW5, long with paio fuppreft, . 
Burft their confinement with impetuous fway» 
Orfwell all bounds, and bear e'en life away : 
So, till the day was won, the Greek renowned. 
With anguifli, wore the arrow in his wound | 
Then drew the (haft from out his tortur'd fide» 
Let guib the torrent of his blood, and dy'd. \^E^euni^ 



ACT III. SCENE L 

Enter TiAHOh and Uabell a ^ 

Zanqa. 

OJoy, thou welcome flranger ! twice three yeara 
1 have not felt thy vital beam ; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart ; 
A fiery inftinfi lifts me from the ground. 

And I could mount The fpirits numberlef» 

Of my dear countrymen, which yefterday 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field. 
Are all affembled here, and 6*er inform me. 
O bridegroom ! great indeed thy prefent blifs ; 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy'd ; for be fure 
It is thy laft, thy laft fmile, that which now 
Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it wbilfl thou may*it i 

Angoilb, 
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Angui(h, and groans, and death, befpeak to-morrow. 
Uylfabella! 

ISABStLA. 

What commands toy Moor f 
Zanoa. 

My fair ally F my lovely minifter I 

'Twas well Jhare%^ by my arts impeird, 

(To plunge Don Carlos in the lail defpair. 

And fo prevent all future moleilation) 

FinifliM the nuptials foon as he refolvM them ; 

This condud ripenM all for me, and ruin. 

Scarce had the pried the holy rite perform^. 

When I, by facred infpiration, foig'd 

That letter, which I traded to thy hand ; 

That letter, which, in glowing terms, conveys. 

From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 

The moft profound acknowlegement of heart 

For wondVous tranfports, which he n^ver knew. 

This is a good fubfervient artifice. 

To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 

Isabella. 
I quickly dropt it in the bride*s apartment. 

As you commanded. 

Zanga. 

With a lucky hand j 

For foon Jlonxo found it. I obferv'd him 

From out my fecret (land : He took it up i 

But fcarce was it unfolded to his fight. 

When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye. 

Started, and, trembling, dropt it on the ground. 

Pale and aghaft awhile my vidtim flood, 

Difguis*d a iigh or two, and puff *d them from him ; 

Thea 
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Then rabb'd hu brow, and took it ap agak : 
At firll he looked as if he meant to read it ^ 
Bat, checked by rifmg fears, he cru(h*d it thus ; 
And thruft it, like an adder, in his bofdm. 

IfABILLA. 

Bat if he read it not, it cannot fting kin ; 
At leaft not nuntall/. 

Zanga. 

At £rft I thought it fo ; 
But farther thought informs me otherwife. 
And turns this difappointment to account. 
He inore fhall credit it, becaufe unfeen, 
(If *d8 unfeen) a« thou anon may 'ft find. 

IfAJIBLLA. 

That would indeed commend my Zangd't ikill. 

Zamga. 
This, I/abeila, is Don CarUs* pifture ; 
Take it, and fo difpofe of it, that, found. 
It may rife up a witnefs of her love. 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet. 
Or elfewhere, as ihall befl promote our end. 

Isabella. 
ril weigh it as its confequence requires ; 

Then do my utmoft to deferve your fmlle. lExit li 

Zanga. 

Is that Jlonxo proftrate on the ground ?'-— — 

Now he ftarts up like flame from fleej>ing embers. 
And wild diftraClion glares from either eye. 
If thus a flight farmife can work his f9ul. 
How will the fulnefs of the tempeft tear htm ! 



t^ 
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Enter Aloxzo.. 

Alonzo. 
And yet it cannot be — I am deccivM i ■ 

I injare her : She wears the face of heav*n; 

Zanga. \^JfiJe.'] 
He doubts. 

Alovzo. ^ 
I dare not look on this again : 

If the firfl glance^ which gave fafpicion only. 

Had fach efFedt, fo fmote my heart and brain^ 

The certainty would da(h me all to pieces. 

It canno^«-Ha I it muft, it muft be true. [Starts^ 

Zanga. [Afide,^ 
Hold there, and we fucceed. He has defcry*d me. 
And (for he thinks I love him) will unfold 
His aching heart, and refl it on my counfeL 
ril feem to go, to make my ftj^ more fare. 

Alonzo. 
Hold, Zanga i turn. 

Zanga. 
Jyf y lord. 

Alonzo. 

Shut dofe the door. 
That not a fpirit find an entrance here. 

Zanga. 

My lord*s obey'd. 

Alonzo. ^ 
I fee that thou art frighted : 

If thou doft love me, I fliall fill thy heart 

With fcorpions fUngs. 

Zanga. 

If I do love, my lord ! 

Alonzo. 
Come near me i let me reft upon thy bofom \ (What 
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(What pillow like the bofom of a friend ?) 
For I am fick at heart. 

Zanca. 

Speak, Sir, O fpeak. 
And take me from the rack. 

Alonzo. 

And is there need 
Of words ? Behold a wonder ! See my tears ! 

Zanga. 
I feel them too : Heav*n grant my fenfes fail me ! 
I rather would lofe them, than have this real. 

Alonzo. 
Gd, take a round through all things in thy thought, 
And find that one ; for there is only one 
Which coold extort my tears ; find that, and tell 
Thyfelf my rois'ry, and fparc me the pain. 

Zanga. 
Sorrow can think but ill — I am bewildered ; 

I know not where I am. 

Alonzo. 

Think, think no more; 
It ne'er can enter in an honeft heart. 

ril tell thee then — I cannot Yet I do, 

By wanting force to give it utterance. 

Zang \. 
Speak; eafe your heart; its throbs will break yoorbofoo 

Alonzo. 
I am mod happy; mine is vidtory. 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's fliout. 
And great men make their fortunes of my fmiles. 
O curfe of curfes ! In the lap of bleffing 
To be moft curft ! My Lefinoras falfe ! 

Zanga. 
mm. my lord. Alo>z< 
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Alonzo. 
My Leonora's falfc. [Gives him tb: letter. 
Zanga. 
Then heaven has loft its image here on earth. 

{tfhile Zanga reads the letter ^ he trembles ^ emd Jheivs 
the utmoft concern, 

Alonzo. 
Good-natarM man f He makes my pains his own. 
I darft not read it ; but I read it now >tftrv->. 

In thy concern. iKy •, ' '" 'N 

Zan-ga. vi\Vy >f 

Did you not read it then ? vsj^^ii;?^ 

Alonzo. 

Wme eye juft touch'd it, and could bear no more. 

Zanga* [Tears the letter. ] 

Thus periih all that gives Alonzo pain. 

Alonzo, 
Why didft diou tear it ? 

Zanga. 
Think of it no more : 
"Twas your miflakei and groundlefs are your fears. 

Alonzo. 
And didft thou tremble then for my miftakc ? 
Or give the whole contents ; or, by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger. 

Zanga. 
Is this Alonzo % language to his 7.angn ? 
Draw forth your fword, and find the fccrct here : 
For vvhofe fake is it, think you, J con:eal it ? 
Wherefore this rage ? Bccaufe I f^jck your peace ? 
I have no intereft in fupprciilng it, 
But what good-natur'd ton.lorntis for you 
Obli^^'s TKix:, to have. Kot mine the hjait 
. Vol. II. il That 
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That will be rent in two ; not mine the fame • 
That will be damn'd, tho* all the world ihoald know it. 

Alonzo. 
Then my word fears are true, and life is paft. 

Zanga. 
What has tHe rafhnefs of my paffion ottered ? 
1 know not what; but rage is our diftradion. 

And all its words are wind Yet, fure, I think, 

I nothing ownM — But grant I did confefs. 

What is a letter ? Letters may be forg'd. 

For heav'n's fweet fake, my lord, life up your heart: 

Some foe to your repofe 

Alonzo. 

So beav'n look on me^ 
As I can*t find the man I have offended. 

Zanga. 
Indeed ! [J/tJe] — Our innocence is not our fliield : 
They take offence, who have not been o Fended ; 
They feek our rain too, who fpeak us fair ; 
And death is ofcen ambufh'd in our fmiles. 
We know not whom we have to fear; 'Tis certain, 
A letter may be forg'd ; and in a point 
Of fuch a dreadful confequence as this. 
One would rely on nought that might be falfc— 
Think ; have you any other caufe to doubt her ?— - 
Away ; you can find none : Refume your fpirit. 
Airs well again. 

Alokzo. 
O that it were ! 

Zanga* 

It is; 

For who wonld credit that^ which^ credited, 

Mak«s 
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Makes licll fapeifiooas by fuperior pains, 
Without fuch proofs as cannot be wlthftood i 
Has fhe not ever been to virtae trainM ? 
Is not her fame as fpetlefs as the Ain, 
Her fex*s envy^ and the boafl of Spain f 

Alonzo. 
O Zanga ! It is that confounds me moil. 
That fall in oppofition to appearance ■ 

Zanga. 
Nomore^ my lord; for you condemn yoarfelf. 
What is abfurdity, but to believe 
Againil appearance? — You can't yet, I find. 
Subdue your paflion to your better fenfe ;- 



And, truth to tell, it does not much difpleafe me : 
*Tis fit oar indifcretions (hoUld be check'd> 
With fome degrees of pain. 

Alonzo. 

What indifcretion ? 

Zanga. 

Come, yoa muft bear to hear your faults from me, , 

Had you not Tent Don Carlos to the coart 

The night before the battle, that foul (lave. 

Who forg'd the fcnfelefs fcroll which gives you pain. 

Had wanted footing for his villainy. 

Alonzo. 
I fent him not. 

Zanga. 

Not fend him ! — Ha ! — That flrikes me. 
I thought he came on meflage to the king : 
Is there another caafe could juftify 
His (hanning danger, and the pronais'd fight ? 

H z But 
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But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; 

So long an abfencc, and impatient love. 

Alonzo. 
In my confufion, that bad quite efcapM me: 

By heav*n, my wounded foul does bleed afrefli i 
'Tis clear as day— for Carlos is fo brave> 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger. 
And is cnamour'd of the fape of death : 
How then could he decline the next day's battle, 
Ijut for .the tranfports ? O, it mud be fo-^^w* 
Inhuman, by the lofs of his own honour. 
To buy tlie ruin of his friend \ 

Zanga, 

You wrong him : 
He knew not of youi lov^ 

Alonzo. 
Ha I— 

•Zanga. {^^Jide,"] 

That flings ho 

Alonzo. 
Indeed, he knew not of my treacherous love— — 
Proofs rife on proofs, and flill the laft the ftrongcil, 
Th' eternal law of things declare it true. 
Which calls for judgments on dilUnguifli'd guilt. 
And loves to make our crime our punidiment. 
Love is my torture ; Love was firft my crime : 
For fl.e was his, my friend's, and he (O horror!) 
Confided all in me. O facred faith f 
How dearly I abide thy violation ! 

Zanga. 
Were then their loves far gone ? 

Alo! 
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Alonzo. 

The father's will 

There bore a total fway ; and he, as foon 

\s news arriv'd, that Carlos^ fleet was fccn 

?rom ofF oar coaft, firM with the love of gold, 

DetermiQ*d» that the very fan which faw 

Csr/ff/ return, (hoald fee his daughter wed. 

Zanoa. 
Indeed, my lord ! Then you muft pardon ijie. 
If I prefume to mitigate the crime : 
Confider, ftrong allarcments foften guilt ; 
Long was his abfence, ardent was his love. 
At midnight his return, the next day deftin'd 
For his efpoufals — 'twas a ftrong temptation. 

Alonzo. 
Temptation ! 

One night ! 



Zauca. 
*Twts hot gaining of one night. 
Alonzo. 



Zanga. 

That crime could ne'er return again. 
Alonzo. 
Ag^n I By heav*n, thou dolt infult thy lord. 

TemfiMtioftf Ont night gained! O flings and death ! 
And am I then undone ? Alas, my Zanga! 
And dofl thou own it too ? Deny it flill. 
And refcue me one moment from difbradion; 

Zanga. 

My lordy I hope the beft. 

Alonzo.' 

Falfe, foolifhhope. 
And infolent to me I Thou know*il it falfe; 

H 3 It 
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It is as glaring as the noon-tide fan. 

Devil ; this morning, after three years coldncfs. 

To rafh at once into a paffion for me ! 

*Twas time to feign ; 'twas time to get another. 

When her ilrft fool was fated with her beauties. 

Zanga. 
What fays my lord ? Did Leonora then 

Never before difclofe her paflion for you ? 
Alonzo. 

Never. 

Zanga. 

Throughout the whole three years ? 

Alonzo. 

O never I neve 
Why, Zatiga^ fhould'ft thou drive ? 'Tie all in vail 
Though thy foul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah ! I'm plunging down 
Ten thoufand thoufand fathoms la defpair. 

Zanga. 
Hold, Sir ; Til break your fall— Wave cv'rv fear. 

And be a man again — Had he enjoy'd her. 

Be mod aflur'd, he had refign'd her to you 

With lefs reluflance. 

Alonzo. 

Ha ! refign her to me f—— 

Refign her ! Who refign'd her ? — Double death ! 

How could I doubt fo long ? My heart is broke : 

Firft love her to diftradlion ! then refign her I 

Zanga. 
But was it not with utmoft agony ? 

Alonzo, 
Grant that, he ftill refign'd her ; that's enough. 

Would he pluck out his eye to give it me ? 
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Tear out his heart ? — She was his heart no more— - 
Nor was it with rcluftance he refign'd her. 
By heav'n he afk'd, he courted me, to wed: 
I thought it flrange i 'tis now no longer fo. 

Zanga. 
Was't his requeft ? Are you right furc of that ?— r 
I fear the letter was not all a tale. 

Alonzo. 
A tale f There's proof equivalent to fight. 

Zanga. 
I ihould diflruil my fight on this occafion. 

Alonzo. 
And To (hould I ; by heav'n, I think I (hould. 
What, Levnora the divine, by whom 
We gaefs'd at angels ? O f I*m all confufion. 

Zanga. 
You now are too much ruffled to think clearly. 
Since blifs and horror, life and death, hang on it. 
Go to yon; Ciiiimber ; tncrc maturely Weigh- 
Each circomftance ; confider, above all. 
That it is jealoufy's peculiar nature 
To fwell fmall things to great ; nay, out of nought 
To conjure much ; and then to lofe its reafon 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has formed. 

Alonzo. 
Had I ten thoufand lives, I'd give them all ^ 

To be deceived : I fear 'tis doomfday with me; 

And yet fhe feem'd fo pure, that I thought heaven 

Borrowed her form for virtue's felf to wear. 

To gain her k>vers with the fons of men. \^Exit Alon; 
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Enter Isabella. 

Zanga. 
Thus far it works aufpicioufly. My patient 

T hrivcs, underneath my hand, in mifcry : 
He's gone to think ; that is, to be diftradled. 

Isabella. 
I overheard your conference, and faw you. 
To my axnaxemenr, tear the letter. 
Zanga, 

There, 
There, Ifabella^ I out-did myfelf : 
For tearing it, I not fecure it only 
In its iirft force, bat fuperadd a new : 
For who can now the chara^ler examine 
To caufe a doubt, much lefs deteA the fraud ? 
And, after tearing it, as loth to fhew 
. 'i'he fool contents, if I ihould fwiear it now 
A forgery, my lord would di(believe me } 
Nay, more would difbelieve, the more I fwore. 
But 18 the pidlure happily difpos'd of ? 

Isabella. 
It 11. 

Zanga. 
That's well— Ah ! what is well ? O pang to tl 

O dire neceflity \ Is this my province ? 
Whither, my foul, ah f whither, art thou funk 
Beneath thy fphere ? E'er while, far, far above 
Such little arts, diiTemblings, falfhoods, frauds. 
The trafh of villainy itfelf, which falls 
To cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread : 
Does this become a foldier ? This become 
WJiojJi armies f oUow^d, and a people lov'd ? 
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My martial glory withers at the thought : 
But great my end ; and fince there are no other, 
Thefe means are jnft ; they (hine with borrowM lights 
Ulaftrious from the parpofe they pnrfae. 
And greater Aire my merit, who, to gain 
A point fublime, can fuch a tafk fuflain ; 
To wade through ways obfcene, my honour bendt • 
And (hock my nature to attain my end : 
Late time (hall wonder; that my joys will^nife ; 
For wonder is involuntary praife. 

ACT IV: SCENE I. 

EnUr Alonzo and Zanga'. 

Alonzo. 

O What a pain to think I when every thought. 
Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs, 
And reafon knits tb* inextricable toil. 
In which herfelf is taken ! I am lod ; 
Poor infedl that I am, I am involv^d, 
And bury'd in the web myfelf have wrou^lit ! 
One argument is balanced by another. 
And reafon reafon meets in doubtful Ught, 
And proofs are countermined by^qual proofs. 
No n\ore I'll bear this battle of the minJ, 
This inward anarchy ; but find my wife, 
And, to her trembling heart prcfeniing death, 
Korcc'all the fecret from her. 

H 5 Zk^^^* 
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Zanga. 

O forbear I 
Yoa totter on the very brink of rolB. 

Alonzo. 
What deft thou mean ? 

Zanga. [Jfide."] 

That will difcovcr all. 
And kill my hopes : What can I think or do ? 

Alonzo. 
What doft thou murmur ? 

Zanca. 

Force the fecret from her h 
V/haff perjury to fuch a crime as this ? 
Will Ale coofefs it then ?■ O groundlefs hope! 
But red aHur^d, (he'll make this accufation. 
Or falfe or true, your ruin with the king ; 
Such is her father's power. 

Alonzo. 

No more ; I care not ; 

Rather than groan beneath this load, TU die. 

Zanga. 
But for what better will you change this load ? 
Grant you fhould know it, would not that be worfe ?• 

Alonzo.' 
No ; it would cure me of my mortal pangs : 
By hatred and contempt, I fhould defpife her;.. 
And all my love- bred agonies would vanifh. 

Zanoa. 
Ah I were I fure of that, my lord— - 

Alonzo. 

What then ? 

Zanga. 

Yoa fhould not hazard life to gain the fecret. 

Alokzq-. 
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Alokzo. 
What doft thou mean ? Thoa know'il I'm on the rack : 
rU not be play'd with ; fpeak, if thou haft aught. 
Or I this inftant fly to Leonora, 

Zanga. 

That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 

Quite fo far gone in guilt to fuffer it ; 

Tho' gone, too far, heav'n knows — 'Tis I am guilty-^ 

I have took pains, as you I know obfervM, 

To hinder you from diving in the fecret. 

And turned aiide your thoughts from the deteflioa. 

Alonzo. 
Thou doft confound me. 

Zanga. 

I confound myfeliFi 

And frankly own, though to my fhame I own it. 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The fecret out, and made me own my crime. 

Alonzo. 
Speak quickly ; Zanga, fpeak. 

Zanga. 

Not yet, dread Sir:. 

Firft I muft be a/Tur'd, that if you find 

The fair one guilty, fcorn, as you afTur'd me. 

Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your fool. 

Alonzo. 
O ! 'twill, by heav'n. 

Zanga. 

Alas! I fear it much,. 

Ahd fcarce can hope fo far ; but I of this 
Exad your folemn oath, that you'll abuain 
Fjomall f elf -violence, andfave my lord. 

H-6 At0Kr«*. 
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Alonzo. 
I trebly fivcar. 

Zanga. 
You'll bear it like a man ? 
Alonzo. 

Zanga. 

Such have you been to me ; thefe tears confefs it 

And pour'd forth miracles of kindnefs on me : 

And what amends is now within my pow*r^ 

But to confefs, expofe myfelf to juftice. 

And, as a blefliog, claim my paniihme&t ? 

Know then, Don Carlos-^ 

Alonzo.. 
OhI 

Zanga. 

Yoo cannot bea 

Alonzo.. 
Go on ; Til have it, though it blad mankind^: 

I'll have it all, and inftantly. Go on. 

Zanga. 
Don Carlos djd return at dead of night ■ ■ - 

EuUr LeoNORAf 

Leonora. 
My lord-jfionzo, yoaare abfent from. us,. 

And quite undo our joy. 

Alonzo. 

I'll come, my Love. 

Be not our friends deferted by us both ; 
1*11 follow you this moment. 

Leonora. 

My. good lord. 
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I do obferve feverity of thought 

Upon your brow. Aught hear you from the Moors? 

Alonzo^ 
No, my delight. 

L&Oll.ORA. 

What then employed your mind ^ 
Alonzo. 
Thou, love, and only thou ; fo hgav'n befriend me». 
As other thought can find no entrance here. 

Leonora. 
How good in yoq^ my lord, whom nations caret. 
Solicit, and a world in arms obeys. 
To drop one thought on me f 

Alonzo. [//-? Jheius the utmoft in^icncc.'] 

Doft thou then prize it} 
Leonora. 
DoyoQ then a/k it? 

Alonzo. 
Know then, to thy comfort^ 

Thou haft me all ; my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone ; I've thought of nothing elfe^ 
Nor fhall, I from my foul believe) till death. 
My life, our friends expc6i thee. 

Lbonora» 

I obey. [Exit Leon# 
/ Alonzo. 

h that the face of curs'd hypocrify ? 

If ihe is guilty, flars are made of datknefs, 
And beauty (hall no more belong to heav'n— ^ 
Don Carlos <//V return at dead of ni^ht : - 
Proceed, good Zanga ; fo thy tale began. 

/•ANOA. 

l?on Car/oj did return at dead of night ; 

Thav 
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That nighty by chance (ill chance for me) did I 

Command the watch that guards the palace ^e :: 

He told me he had letters for the king, 

Difpatch^d from you. 

Alonko. 

The villain ly'd. 

Zanoa. 

♦ My brdj. 

I pray forbear-— Tranfported at his fight. 
After fo long a bondage, and yoar friend^ 
(Who could fafpedt him of an artifice ?) 
No farther I enquired ; but let him pafs, 
Falfe to my trufl ; at leafl imprudent in it. 
Our watch relieved, I went into the garden. 
As is my cuilom when the night's ferene. 
And took a moon light walk ; when foon I h^aidi 
A ruftling in an arbour that was near me : 
I faw two lovers in each other *8 arms. 
Embracing and embraced : Anon the man. , 

Arofe; and, falling back fome paces from her>. 
Gaz'd ardently awhile ; then ruih'd at once ; 
And throwing all himfelf into her bofom, 
There foftly figh'd j « O night of ecftafy f 
When (hall we meet again ?"— ^Don Carhs then 
Led Leonora forth. 

Alonzo. 
O ! O my heart ! [He finks tnt9 a chair* 

Zamga. 
Groan on, and with the found refrefh my fouL 
^Tis through his heart ; his kuees finite one anocher : 
'Tis thro' his brain j his eye-balls roll in anguifb. lJfide,\ 
Idy lord, my lord, why will you rack my foul ? 

Speak: 
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Speak to me ; let me know that you dill live* 
Do you not know me, Sir ? Pray look upon me : 
You think too deeply: I'm your own Zauga, 
So lov*d» To cherifli'd, and fo faithful to you.-^ 
Where ftart you in fuch fury ? Nay, my lord. 
For hcavVi fake, fhcath your fword ! What can this. 
Fool that I was, to truft you with the fecrct ; [mean ? 
And you unkind, to break your word with me. 
O pafllon for a woman f On the ground ? 
Where is your boafted courage ? Where your fcor% 
And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief. 
And chace your love-bred agonies away ? 
Rife, Sir, for honour's fake. Wh]Miould the Moorsi. 
Why ihoald the vanquifh'd, triumph ? 
Alonzo. 

Would to heaven^. 
That I were lower fiill ! O (he was All f 
My fame, my friendfhip, and my love of arms. 
All ftoop'd to her ; my blood was her poiTeflioQ : 
Deep in the fecret foldings of my heart. 
She liv'd with life, and far the dearer (he : 
But— and no more-— fet nature in a blaze; 
Give her a fit of jealoufy— away 
To think on*t is the torment of the damn'd ; , 
And not to think on't, is impofiible. 
How fair the cheek, that firft alarm'd my foul l 
How bright the eye, that fets it on a flame ! 
How foft the bread, on which I laid my peace 
For years to flumber, unawak'd by care ! 
How fierce the tranfport ! how fublime the blifs ! y 
Hqw deep^ how black, the horror, and defpair ! 

• Zanoa; 
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Zanga. 

You faid, you'd bear it like a man. 

Alonzo. 

I do.. 
Am I not moA diilraded ? 

Zanga. 

Pray be calm. 

Alonzo. 
As hurricanes : Be thou afTur'd of that: 

Zanga. 
. Is thiiche wife J/onzo ? 

Alonzo. 

Villain, no: 
He dy'd in th* arboiiV.; he was murdered there: 
I am his daemon, though"— my wife ! my wife ! " ^ 

Zanga. 
AUs ! he weep3. 

Alonzo^ 
Go, dig her grave. 
Zanga. 

My lord I' 
Alonzo. 
But that her blood's too hot, I woaldcaroufe it 

Around my bridal- board. 

Zanga. [jfjidf.'] 

And I would pledge thee. 
Alonzo. 
But I may. talk too fad. Pray let me think. 
And reafon mildly. — Wedded and undone. 
Before one night defcends— -O hafty evil ! 
What friend to comfort me in this extreme I 
Where's Car/os ? Why is Car/os abfcnt from me ? 
Does he know what has happened ? . 

Zanqa^ 
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Zanca. 

My good lord ! 
Alonzo. 
depth of horrors ! He ! — my bofom friend ! 

Z A N c A . 

Alas ! compofe yourfelf, my lord. 

Alonzo. 

To death. 

Gaze OH her --with hoth eyes fo ardently ! 

Give, them the vultures ; tear them all in pieces ! 

Zanga. IJjide.} 
Moft excellent ! 

Alonzo. 
Hark ! you can keep a fecret. 

Inyonder arbour bound with je/Tamin ; 

Who's that ? What villain's that ? Unhand her— Mur- 

Tear them afunder — Murder — How they grind L^^*" • 

My heart betwixt them !— -O let go my heart I 

Yet let it gOr^Emhracing and embracd ! 

peftilence !— Wha let him in ? A traitor. 

[Goes to flab Zanga : hi pn^umts him, 
Alas ! my head turns round, and my limb» fail xne. 

Zanga. 
My lord ! 

Alonzo. 
P villain, villain, moft accarfl ! 

If thou didft know it, why didfl let me wed ? 

Zanga. 
Hear me, my lord ; your anger will abate : 

1 knew it not ; I faw them in the garden i 
But faw no more than you might well exped 
To fee in lovers deftin'd for each other : 

By heav'n, I thought their meeting inQog^t. 

Wh# 
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Who could fufpefl fair Leonoras virtue, 

Till after- proofs confpir*d to blacken it ? 

Sad proofs, which came too late ; which broke not 

(Eternal corfes on Jlvarez hafte !) 

Till holy rites had made the wanton yours ; 

And then, I own, I laboured to conceal it. 

In duty 9 and companion to your peace. 

Alonzo. 
Live now ; be damnM hereafter ; for I want tlicc. 

w'ghf of ecftafy ! Ha I was*t not fo ? 

1 will enjoy this murder Let me think 

The jefs'min bowV j 'tis fecrct and remote : 

Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 

[ExitZm 
How the fweet found flill fings within my ear I 
When jVallnjDt mtit again f To- night, in hclL 

\^As he is going out, Enter Leon 
Ha ! Vm furpriz*d ; I flagger at her charm»« 

^ ■ ' ^ •' • cu«n T a^u v.«- " 
\j aiigri-ucvii i-'^outh^M. * •*-». ««r now r 

Nt>, it (hall be as I had firil determined : 

To kill her now were half my vengeance loll. 

Then I muft now diflemble— if I can. 

Leonora. 
My lord, excufe me ; fee, a fecond time 
I come in embafTy from all your friends, 
Whofe joys arc languid, uninfpir'd by yoiUp 

Alonzo. 
This moment, Leonora, I was coming 

To thee, and all But fore, or I miftake. 

Or thou canft well infpirc my friends wiith joy. 
Leonora*. 
I^SThy fighs my lord f 
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Alonzo. 
I figh'd not, Leonora* 
Lfokora. 
I thoaght yoa did : Your fighs are minei my lord^ 
And I ihsJl feel them all. 

Alonzo. 

Do(t flauer me ? 

Leonora. 
If my regards for you are flattery. 

Full far indeed I flretchM the compliment 

In this day*8 folemn rite. 

Alokzo. 

What rite ? 

Lbonora* 

Yott fport me. 

Alonzo. 
Indeed I do i my heart li full of mirth. 

LlONORA. 

And fo 18 mine-— I look on chearfulnef^ 
As on the health of virtue. 



What fays my lord ? 



AtON^o: 

Virtue !— — Damn- 

Leonora« 



Alonzo. 
Thou art exceeding fair. 

Leonora. 
Beauty alone is but of little worth } 

Bat when the foul and body of a piece. 

Both (hine alike ; then they obtain a price. 

And are a fit reward for gallant adlions, 

Heav^n*s pay on earth for fuch great fouls as yours : 

If fair and innocent, I am your due. 

Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. [Jfi^e,"] 
Innocent ! 

Leonora. 
How ! — My lord, I interrupt yoa. 

Aloxzo. 
No, my bcft life ; I mull not part with thee : 
This hand is mine. O ! what a hand is here ! 
So foft^ fouls fmk into it, and are lofl ! 

Leonora* 
In tears, my lord r 

A to N 70. 

What lefs can fpcak my joy ? • 
J giwe, and I forget my own exiftencc ; 
'Tis all a vifion ; my head f^vims in hcav'n. 
Wherefore, O I wherefore, this cxpencc of beauty } 
And wherefore ? O ! ■ 
Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for crer^ 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes j[ 
And I could fnatch a Earning thunderbolt 
And horl dcilrudion.*— 

Leonora* 
. How, my lord ! What mean you ? 

Acquaint me with the fecret of your heart. 
Or caft me out for ever from your love. 

Alonzo. - 
Art thou concerned for me ? 

Leonora. 

My lord, you fright me> 

Is this the foadnefs of your nuptial hour ? 
I am ill-usM, my lord ; I mud not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny*d me ? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to (hun me 2 
Nay^ my good lord, I have a title here j [Taking bh bmud* 

And 
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And I will have it. Am I not your wife ? 

Have I not j a (I authority to know 

That heart, which I have parchas'd with my own ? 

Lay it before me then ; it is my due. 

Unkind Mhzo, though I might demand it^ 

Behold, I kneel ? See, Leon§ra kneels. 

And deigns to be a beggar for her own ! 

Tell me the fecret ; I conjure you tell me. 

The bride foregoes the homage of her day ; 

Al<vart%^ daughter trembles in the dull : 

Speak then ; I charge you fpeak, or I expire, 

Afid load you with my death. My lord— «my lord ! 

Alonzo. 
Ha ! ha I ha ! \lle breaks from hen ^nd Jhi Jinks upM 

ibe fiowr. 

Leonora. 
Are thefe the joys which fondly I conceived ? 
And is it thus a wedded life begins ?^ 
What did r part with, when I gave my heart ? 
I knew not that all happinefs v/ent with it. 
Why did 1 leave my tender father's wing. 
And venture into love ? That maid that loves, 
Goes out to fea upon a fhatter'd plank. 
And puts her truft in miracles for fafety. 
Where ihall I fighi Where pour out m^ complaint ? 
tie that (hould hear, fhould fuccour, fhould redrefs. 
He is the fource of all. 

Alonzo. 

Go to the chamber; 

I foon will follow : That which now diflurbs thee, 
Shall be clear-d up, and thou (halt not condemn me. 

\Exit Leonora. 
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O, how like innocence (he looks ! What, ftab her. 

And raih her into blood ? 1 never can ; ^ 

In her» guilt (hines, and nature holds my hand. 
How then ? Why thus— No more ; it is determined. 
Enter Zahc A, 

Zanca. IJfiJe.'] 
I fear his heart has failed him. She maft die. 
Can I not rouze the fnake that's in his bofom. 
To fiing out human nature, and effedl it ? 

Alonzo. • 
This vaft and folid earth, that blazing fon, 

Thofe ikies, thro' which it rolls, muft all have end. 

What th)sn is man ? The'fmalleft part of nothing. 

Day buries day ; month, month ; and year the year: 

Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 

Can then death's felf be fear'd ? Our life much rather: 

Life is the defart, life the folitude ; 

Death joins us to the great majority : 

'Tis to be born to Plato's and to Ca/ar; 

*Tis to be great for ever ; 

*Tis pleafure, 'tis ambition, then, to die. 

Zanga. 
I think, my lord, you talk'd of death. 

Alonzo. 

I did. 
Zanga. 

I give you joy ; then Leonoras dead. 

Alonzo. 
"No, Zanga, no ; the greaicft guilt is mine : 
•Tis mine, who might have mark'd his midnight vifiti" 
Who might have marked his tamenefs to refign her; 
Who might have marked her fudden turn of love : 

Thcfc 
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Thefe, and a thoufand tokens more ; and yet 
(For which the faints abfolve my foul!) did wed. 

Zanga. 
Where does this tend ? 

Alonzo. 

To (hed a woman's blood 

Would (lain my fword, and make my wars inglorious s 

But juft refentment to myfelf, bears in it 

A ilamp of greatnefs above vulgar minds : 

He whOf fuperior to the checks of nature. 

Dares make his life the vi£iim of his reafon, 

Boes in fome fort that reafon deify, 

And'take a flight at heav'n. 

Zanga. 

Alas! my lord, 

^Tis not yoiir reafon, but her beauty, finds 

Thofe arguments, and throw you on your fword : 

You cannot clofe an eye that is fo bright j 

You cannot ftrike a breaft that is fo foft ; 

That has ten thoufand ecHafies in (lore— — • 

For Car/os f — No, my lord ; I mean for you., 

Alonzo, 
! through my heart and marrow ! Pr'ythee fpare me; 

Nor more upbraid the wcaknefs of thy lord : 
I own, 1 try'd, I quarelPd, with my heart, 
And pufli'd it on, and bid it give her death ; 
But, O ! her eyes llruck firft, and murdered me, 

Zanga. 
I know not what to anfwer to my lord. 
Men are but men ; we did not make ourfelves : 
Farewel then, my bcft lord, fince you mull die. 
O that I were to ftiare your monument, 

3 And 
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And in eternal darkncfs clofe thefe eyes 

J^v.>1iait thofe fcenes which I am doomed to fuffer ! 

Alonzo. 
What d&A thou mean ? 

Zanoa. 
And is it then unknown ? 
C) grief of heart, to think that you (hould aik it ! 
Sure you diftruft that ardent love I hear you, 
£lfe could you doubt when you are laid in duft— «• 
But it will cut my poor heart through and through 
To fee thofe revel on your facred tomb. 
Who brought you thicher by their lawlefs loves : 
For there they'll revel, and exult to find 
llim fleep fc fall, who elfe would mar their joys. 

Alonzo. 
Diftraaion !— But Don Cur/cs, well thou know*ft^ 
Is flieath'd in i'cel, and bent on other thoughts. 

Zanc A. 

ril work him to ihe murder of his friend—* [^-^^ 
Yes, till the fever o^ his blood returns. 
While her laft kifs flill glows upon his check. 
But when he finds A'c'-izo is no more, . 
How will he ru(h, like liohtning, to her arms! 
There figh, there languiQi, there pour out his foul; 
But not in grief — fad obfequies to thee— 
But thou wilt be at peace, nor lee, nor hear, 
The burning kifs, the fi^h of ccftafy, 
Tiicir throbbing hearts that joftic one another : 
'1 hank heav'n, thefe torments will be all my own. 
Alonzo. 
' Jie thee of that pain : Let Carlos die ; 

O'er- 
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erUke him on the road, and fee it done. 
i« my command. IGives bis figmt. 

Zanoa. 
I dare not difobey. 

Alonzo. 
[7 Zanga^ now I have thy leave to die. 
Zanga. 

hy Sir, think, think again. Are all men buried 
1 Carlos' grave ? Yon know not womankind : 
iThen onceihe throbbing of the heart has broke 
!*he modeft zone, with which it firft was ty*d, 
^ach man (he meets will be a Carlos to her. 

Alonzo. 
That thought has more of hell than had the former; 
Another, and another, and another ! 
\nd each ihall caft a fmile upon my tomb ! 
[ am convinced ^ I muft not, will not, die. 

Zanga. 

ifou cannot die ; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains ? In nature no third way. 
But to forget, and fo to love again. 

Alonzo. 

Oh! 

Zanga. 
If you forgive, the world will call yon GW; 
If you forget, the world will call yon IFifei 
If you receive her to your grace again. 
The world will call you, 'very^ very kind. 

Alonzo. 
Zanga, I uaderdand thee well. She dies ; 

1 ho' my arm tremble at the ftroke, (he dies. 

Zanga. 
That's truly great. What think you 'twas fct up 

Vol. II. I -YV^ 
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The Greek and Roman name in fuch a loftre. 

But doing right in ftern defpite to nature. 

Shutting their eara to all her little cries. 

When great, auguft, and godlike juftice called? 

At Aulis^ one pour'douta daughter's life. 

And gainM more gloiy than by all. h^s ,w^; 

Another flew a fifter in jult rage^ 

A third, the theme of all focceeding times. 

Gave to the cruel ax a darling Ton : 

Nay more, for juftice fome devote themfelves, 

As he at Carthage^ an immortal name ! 

Yet there is one ilep left above *em all. 

Above their hiftory, above their fable. 

A wife, bride, miftrefa, unenjoy'd — Do That, 

And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. 
Alonzo. 

'Tis done — again new tranfports fire my brain; 

1 had forgot it ; 'tis my bridal night : 

Friend, give me joy; we muft be gay together: 

See that the fcftival be duly honoured. 
And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd, 
And mufic gives her elevating found. 
And golden carpets fpread the facred floor. 
And a new day the blazing tapcfrs pour. 
Thou, Zanga, then my folemn friends invite. 
From the dark realms of everlafling night ; 
Call vengeance, call the furies, call defpair ; 
And death, our chief invited gued, be there; 
He, with pale hand, fliall lead the bride, and fpreail 
Eternal curtains round our nuptial-bed. [^Exeunt. 

ACT 
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E/itir Alonzo. 

Alonzo* 

O Pitiful ! O terrible to iight ! 
Poor mangled (hade^ all covered o^er with woond^ 
\nd fo difguis'd with blood I Who murderM thee ? 
Tell thy fad talc,, and thou (halt be rcvengVi. 
Ha! Car^j /*-^Horror ! Carlos T'-^^t away! 
Go to thy gravcy or let me fink to mine. 
I cannot bear the fighi>— What fight ? — ^Where am 1 1 

There's nothing here If this was fancy's work. 

She draws a pifturc ftrongly.— — 

Enter Zanga. 
Zanga. 



Ha r— You're pale; 



fs Carlos murdered ? 



Alonzo. 



' * Zanga. 

I obey'd your order. 
Six ruffians overtook him on the road 3 
He fought as he was wont, and four he flew ; 
Then funk beneath an hundred wounds to death : 
His lad breath bleft Alonxo^ and defir'd 
Eiis bones might reft near yours. 

Alonzo. 

O Zanga! Zanga /— •' 

I % But 
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But ril not think ; for I muft aft ; and thinking 

Wodd rain me for adiion. O the medky ' 

Of Vight and wrong ! the cha98 in mf brain f "* ' " 

He (hould^ and (hould not die — ^You (hoald obe/. 

And notT)bc7-— -It is a day of darknefs, * - 

Of contradidions, and of many deaths. 

Where's Leonora then ? Quick anfwer me ; 

I'm deep in horrors ; TU be deeper ftill. ■ ■ ■ 

I find, thy artifice did take effed. 

And (he forgives my late deportment to her. ^' 

Zanca. 
I told her, from your childhood you was wont. 
On any great furprize, but chiefly then^ 
When caufe of forrow bore it company. 
To have your pafiion ihake the feat of reafon ; 
A momentary ill, which foon blew 6*tx : 
Then did I tell her of Don Carlos" death ; 
(Wifely fupprefling by what means he fell) 
And laid the blame on that. At firft (he doubted; 
But fuch the honeft artifice I us'd. 
And fuch her ardent wifh it (hould be true. 
That (he, at length, was fully fatisfy'd. 

Alonzo. 
'Twas well (he was. In our late interview. 
My pa(rion fo far threw me from my guard, 
(Methinks 'tis (Irangel) that, confcious of her gnih, 
She faw not, thro' its thin difguife, my. heart. 

Zanga. 
But what defign you, Sir ; and how ? 

Alonzo. 

ril tell thee. 

Thus I've ordain'd it: In thp jefs'min bow'r. 

The 
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e plftce whick (he diihonoar'd with her guilt, 
ere will I meet her ; the appointment's made ; 
d calmly fpread (for I can do it now) 
e blacknefs of her crime before her fight i 
d then, with, all the cool folemnity 
public juftice, give her to the grave. [Exit, 

Zanoa. 
^Yf get thee gone! Horror and night go with thee ! 
lers of Acheron^ go band in hand i 
) dance around the bowV, and clofe them in \ 
d tell them, that I fent you to falute them ! 
>phane the ground ; and for th' ambrofial rofc^ 
id breath of jefs'min, let hemlock blacken, 
id deadly nightihade poifon all the air ! 
r the fweet nightingale, may ravens croak, 
»ads pant, and adders ruftle thro* the leaves \ 
ay ferpents, winding up the trees, let fall 
leix hiifing necks upon them from above, 
id mingle kiiTes — fuch as I jfhould give them ! \UnlU 

SCENE, ^he Bower. 

Leonora JIteping, Enter A l o k z o« 

Alonzo. 

f£ amaranths I ye rofes^ like the morn ! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange-groves ! 
hy do you fmile ? Why do you look fo fair ? 
re you not blafted as I enter in ? 
!s ; fee how every flowV lets fall its head I 
•w (hudders every leaf without a wind f 
ow every green is as the ivy pale I 
id ever midnight ghofts affemh\«\ititt 



174 THE RE V EN G t. \ 

Have theft fwcet echoes ever l6anit to groan? 

Joy-giving, love*infpiriqg» holytbowV! < 

Know, in thy fragrant bofom, then receiv'ft 

A — marderer : O M ihall ftain thy fitiee. 

And horror will nfurp the feat of blifs. 

So Luci/tr broke into Paradife, [fleepi-~ 

And foon damnation followed. IHe advancisJ] Hal fiie 

The day^s uncommon heat has overcome her: 

Then take, my longing eyes, your laft full gaze. 

O, what a fight is here! How dreadful fair! 

Who would not think that Being innocent ? 

Where fhall I flrike ? Who flrikes her, ftrikes himfelf. 

My own life-blood will ifibe at her wound. 

O my diftrafted heart f — O creel heaven!' 

To give inch charms as thofe, and then call man* 

Meer man, to be yotrr executioner. 

Was it beeaofe it was too hard for you ? 

But fee, fhe fmiles ! I never Ihall fmile more : 

It ibongly tempts me to a parting kifs. 

[Going f hi Jl arts hach 
Ha ! fmile again! She dreams of him fhe loves: 
Curfe on her charms I I'll flab her thro' them.aU. 

[Js he is going to firike^ fit nuakes* 

Leonora. 
My lord, 3H>urilay was long ; and yonder hdt 
Of falling waters tempted me to re's, 
Dirpirited with noon'iBescceffive heat. 

Alon^o. 
Ye pow'rs ! with wliat an eye ihe naends the day. f 

While they were dofl'd, iihould hive giv^n tiK hlmh 

a 
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O for a laft embrace! and then for juflice: 
Thus heav'n and I ihall both be fatisfy'd. 

Lbonora. 
What fays my lord ? 

Alonzo. 
Why This Alon%o fays : 

If love were endlcfs, men were gods; 'tis that 
Does counter- balance travel, danger, pain ■ " * 
*Tis heav'n's expedient to make mortals bear 
The lights and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 

Leohora. 
Alasf my lord, why talk you of the grave ? 
Your friend is dead; in friendfhip you fuftala 
A mighty lofs ; repair it with my love. 

Alonzo. 
Thy love? Thou piece of witchcraft ! — I wou'd fay. 
Thou brightcft angel! I could ^zc for ever. 
Where hadft thou this ? Enchantrefs, tell me where ? 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain f 
Sv'n now thou fwim'A before me: I (hall lofe thee : 
No, I will make thee fure, and clafp thee all* 
Who^tum'd this ilender wafte with fo much art. 
And fliut perfe£lion in fo fmall a ring ? 
Who fpread that pure expanfe of white above^ 
On which the dazled fight can find no reft ; 
But, drank with beauty, wanders up and dbwn 
For ever, and for ever finds new charms \ 
But, O thofe eyes ! thofe murderers ! O whence. 
Whence didft thou fteal their burning orbs ? From heav*n ? 
Thoa didil ; and *tis religion to adore thera. 

I 4 Li- 
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I BONORA. 

My beft JUtiKo, moderate yoor thought ; 

Extremes ftill fright me, the* of love itfelf. 

Alovso. 
Extremes indeed lit hurried me away ; 

Bat I come home again — and now for joftke*— 

And now for death—— It is impoffible ■ ■ 

Sure fuch were made by heav*n goiltlefs to Go, 

Or in their gailt to langh at puniihment. ^ [-4^'^^' 

I leave her to jaft heav'n. IDrcps tbi dagger and goes $ff* 

Leonora. 

Haf a dagger! 

What doll thoa fay, thou minlfler of death ? 

What dreadful tale doft tell me ? Let me think. 

Enter Zanca. 

Zanga. [Jfide.'] 
Death to my towVing hope ! O falls from high \ 

My clofe long-labour'd fcheme at once is blafted. 

That dagger found will caufe her to enquire ;. 

Enquiry will difcover all; my hopes 

Of vengeance perifh; I myfelf am loft > ■ ■ 

Curfe on the coward's heart I wither his hand. 

Which held tlie fteel in vain ! — What can be done ?— 

Where can 1 fix ? — That's fomething ftill — 'twill breed 

Fell rage and bittemefs betwixt their fouls. 

Which may perchance grow up to greater evil ; 

If not, 'tis all I can It Ihall be fb 

Leonora. 
O Zanga / I am finking in my fears ! 
AUnxo dropt this dagger as he left me ; 
And left me in a ftrange diforder too. 
What can this mean ? Angels preferve his life f 

Zaw- 
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Zanoa. 

^oturSy Madam ; yours. 

Leonora* 

What, Zanga, doft thou fay ? 

Zanga. 

Sarry yoa goodnefs then to fadi extremes, 
^o blimied to the faults of him you love. 
That yoa perceire not he is jealous? 
Leonora. 

Heavens I 

And yet a thoofand things recur that fwear it, 
What villain could infpire him with that thought ? 
It is not of the growth oF his own nature. 

Zanga. 
Some yillain ; who, hell knows ; but he is jealous ; 

And 'tis mod fit a heart fo pure as yours 

Do itfelf juftice, and a£fert its honour. 

And mi^e him confcious of his ftab to virtut. 

Leonora. 
Jealous ! it (ickens at my heart. Unkind, 

Ungenerous, groundlefs, weak, and infolent t 
Why? Wherefore? On what ihadow of occafion ? 
'Tis fafcination ; *tis the wrath of heav'n 
For the collefled crimes of all his race. 

how the great man leflens to my thought ! 
How could fo mean a vice as jealoufy. 
Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt. 
Which tears and feeds upon its parentis heart. 
Live in a throng of fuch exalted virtues ? 

1 fcorn and hate — yet love him, and adore ; 
I cannot, will not, dare not, think it true^ 

Till from himfelf I know it. lExit. 

Is 'Lw^ 
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Zanga. 

This fucceeds 

Joft to my wiih. Now fhe with vioknce 
Upbraids him ; he, not doobting (he is guilty, 
Rages no lefs ; and if on either fide 
The waves run high* there ftill lirei hope of nin. 

[Bmtir Aionzo. 
My lord.— — — — 

Alovzo. 

Zanga ! hold thy peace ; I am no coward ; 

But heaven itfelf did hold my hand; I felt it ; 
By. the well-being of my foul, I did : 
ril think of vengeance at another feafon. 

Zamca, 
My lord, her gnl k 

Alqmzou 

Perdition on thee« M94r, 
For that one word ! Ah! do not rouae that thfiogfaCi^ 

1 have o'erwhelmM it much as poilible : 
Away then; let nstalk of other things : 

I tell thee, Meor, I love her to diftra&ion : 

If 'tis my ihame, why be it f o 1 love her ;. 

Nor can I help it ; 'tis imposed upon me 
By fome fuperior and refifUefs pow*r : 
I could not hurt her to be lord of earth ; 
It ihocks my nature like a ftroke at heav'n. 
Angels defend her, as if innocent I 
But fee, my Leonora comes : ■ Be gone. [£«• Zanga* 

[£«/«r Leonora. 
O fecn for ever I yet for ever new f 
The conquered thou doll conquer o'er again, 
Infli^jig wound on wound. 

Lioj 
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Lboroila. 
Alas, my lord f 

What need of tliis to me ? 

Alonzo« 

Ha! doft thou weep? 

Lbonora. 
Have I no caufe ? 

Alonzo. 
If love is thy concern. 

Thou haft no caufe ; none ever lov'd like me. 
But wherefore this ? Is it to break my heart. 
Which lofes fo much blood for every tear ? 

Leonora. 
Is it fo tender ? 

Alonzo. 
Is it not ? O heav'n ! 

Oonbt of my love ? Why, I am nothing elfe ; 

Itiquite abforbs my every other paffion. 

O that thb one embrace would laft for ever I 

LfiONORAi 

Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue ? 

Could this man e*er deilgn upon my life ? 

Impoffiblel I throw away the thought. [^fiie^ 

Theie tears declare how much 1 tafte the joy 

Of being folded in your arms and heart j 

My univerfe does lie within that fpace. 

Thii dagger bore falfe withefs. {Sbwoing it. 

Alonzo. 

Hal my dagger? 

It rouzes horrid images : Away, 

Away with it, and let us talk of Love^ 

Plunge ourfclves deep into the fweet illufion. 

And hide us there from every other thought. r 

16 1^- 
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Lboiiora. 
It toaches yoa. 

Alonzo. 
Let's talk of Love. 

Leonora. 

Of Death. 
Alonzo. 

As thoo lo?*ft hapinnefs 

Leonora. 

Of Murder. 

Alonzo. 

Raih, 

Rafh woman, yet forbear. 

Leonora. 

Approve my wrongs ! 

Alonzo. 
Then moft I By, for thy fake and my own. 

Leonora. 
Nay» by my injaries, yon firft moft hear me : 
Stab me, then think it much to hear me groan^. 

Alonzo. 
Heav*ns» ffa-ike me deaf! 

Leonora. 

It well may ding yon home. 

Alonzo. 
Alas! thoa quite miftak*ft my canfe of pain. 

Yet, yetdifmifs me; I am all in flames. 

Leonora. 
Who hat moft caufe ? You, or myfelf ? What z€L 

Of my whole life encouragM you to this f 

Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on yon ? 

You find me kind, and think me kind to all ; 

The weak, ungenerous error of your fex. 

What could infpire the thought ? We oft'ndt judge 

From 
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From oar own Ketrts : and it yoar*s then fo frail» 
It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me ? 
He that can ftoop to harbour fuch a thought, 
Sefenres to ind it true. [HMng him. 

Alonzo. 

O fcx, fex, fex ! \Turmng on her. 
The language of yen all. Ill fated woman f 
Why haft thou forc'd me back into the gulph 
Of agonies, I had block *d up from thought f 
I know the caufe ; thou faw'ft me impotent 
£*er while to hurt thee, therefore thou tum^ft on me ; 
But, by the pangs I fuffer, to thy woe: 
Tor, fince thou haft replung'd me in my torture^ 
IwiUbefatisfyM! 

Leonora. 
Befatisfydl 

Alonzo. 
Yes; thy own mouth fliall witnefs it againft theei 
I will be fatisfyM. 

Leonora. 
Of what ? 

Alonzo. 

Of what? 
How dar*ft thou afic that queftion ? Woman, Woman, 
Weak, and aflurM at once ; thus *tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy virtue wai fufpcAed ? 
Who told thee I defign'd upon thy life? 
You found the dagger ; but that could not (peak % 
Nor did I tell thee : Who did tell thee then ? 
Guilt, confcious guilt. 

Leonora. 
This to my face ? O heav'n ! 

• Alov* 
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AlcInso., 
This to thy very fouL 

Lbonora* 

Thou'rt not in carncft? 
Alonzo^ 
Scrioas as death. 

I^iu>nora: 
Then heaVn have mercy on thee. 
Till now^ I fthiggled not to think it trae ; 
I fought convidlon, and would not believe it : ' 
And doil thou force me ? This (hall not be borne : 
Tlioa (halt repent this infult. £&/>{* 

Alokzo. 

Madam^ itay r 

Your paffion^s wife ; ^tis a difgoife for gailt: 

'Tis my turn now to fix you here awhile ; 

You, and your thoofand arts, {hall not efcape me» 

Lbonora. 
Avts! 

Alonzo. 
Arts I Confefs; for death is in my hand; 

Leonora* 
;*Ti8 in your words. 

Alonzo. 

ConfefSf confefs, confeft ; 

Nor tear my veins with paffion to compel thee. 

Leonora. 
I fcorn to anfwer thee, prefumptuous man I : 

Alonzo. 
Deny then, and incur a fouler fhame. 

Where did I find this pidure ? 

Leonora. 

Hal Don Carloi^ 

'By my beft hopes, more welcome than thy own. 
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Itcnow it; but is vice fo very rank. 

That thou ihould*il dare ta daih it in my face ? 

Nature is fick of thee, abandoned woman ! 

Leonora. 
Repent. 

Alomzo. 
Is that for «ie ? 

Leonora. 

FalJ, a& jny pardon* 

Alousk). 
Adotufluneiit I 

Lbomora. 
Oar'ft thou perfift to think I an diftoneft 1 
Alonzo. 
T know thee fo. 

Leonora. 
This blow then to thy hear t ■ ■ , 

[^Shi JIabs her/elf ^ be endeavourimg to frtveni ber^ 
Alonzo. 
Hoi Zanga! Ifkhtltal Ho! She bleeds! 

Defcend, ye blelled ang;e1s, to affift her f 

LitONORA. 

This is the only way I would wound thee, 
Tho' moft onjuft. Now think me guilty ftill. 

Enter Isabella; 

Alonzo. 
Bear her to inflant help : The world to fare herf 

Leonora. 
Unhappy man t well may'ft thou gaze and tremble; 
But fix thy terror and amazement right ; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own diftra£lion. 
What haft thou done ? Whom ccnfiir'd l-^Leonora. 

Whca 
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V^hm dum htdft cenfor'd, thoa woold'ft five her life;.. 

inconfifient ! Should I liye in thtrnt. 
Or ftoop to tny other meant bnt this, 

T* tflert my virtue ? No ; (he who difpntes. 
Admits it poffible (he might be gailty : 
While aoght bat truth could be my inducement to k. 
While it might look like an ezcufe to thee, 

1 fcorn'd to vindicate my innocence f 

But now, Ilet thy nUhnefti know, the wound 
Which leaft I feel, is that my dagger made. 

[Ifabella leads oMi Leonora* 
Alokzo. 
Ha I Was this woman gailty ?— and if not^^- 
How my thought darkens that way ! Grant, kind heaveiib 
That (he prove guilty, or give Being end. 
Is that my hope then ? — Sure, the facred dnft 
Of her that bore me trembles in its unu 
Is it In man the fore di(hre(f to bear. 
When hope itfelf is blacken*d to defpair ? 
When all the blifs I pant for, is to gain 
In hell a refuge from feverer pain ? [£;nV. Alon. 

Enter Zanga. 

Zanga. 

How Hands the great account 'twixt me and vengeance 7 
Tho* mach is paid, yet (till it owes me much ; 
And I will not abate a fingle groan.- 
Ha I that were well — but that were fatal too— — 
Why be it To— Revenge fo truly great 
Would come too cheap, if bought with lefs than life. 
Come death, come hell, then; 'tis refolv*d i 'tis done. 

EMter 



A T R A G E D y. »%5 

EntiT Isabella* 

Isabella. 
Ah ! Zanga^ fee me tremble : Hat not yet 
Thy cruel heart ici fill ?— ^oor Lionora^ 

Zanga, 
Welters in blood, and gafps for her lafi breath : 

What then? We all muft die. 

Isabella. 

And in the temped of his grief« has thrice 
Attempted on his life : At length, difarm*d. 
He calls his friends that fave him, his worft foes^ 
And importunes the ikies for fwift perdition. 
Thus in his florm of forrow. After paufe. 
He ftarted up, and caird alood for Zanga ; 
For Zanga rav'd y and, fee, he feeks you here. 
To learn that truth, which moft he dreads to know; 

Zanga. 
Be gone. Now» now, my ibul, confummate all. 

Exit Ifabella. 

EnUr Alon^&o^ 
Alomzo. 

Zanga ! 

Zanga. 

Do not tremble fo ; but fpeak.. 

Alon^o. 

1 dare not. [Falls on him* 

Zanga. 

You will drown me with your tears. 

Alonzo. 
Have I not caufe ? 

Zanca. 

As yet, yoii ha\t ti.t^ t:^^^< 
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Alonzo.. 
Doft thoa too rave I 

Zanoa. 
Tour anguUh it to oomo: 

Yoa much harebeen abused. 

'AlOM20« 

Aboi'dl By whomf 

Zanca* 

To know, were little comfort 

O! *twereinocli* 

Zaiioa. 

Indeed f 

Aioirso* 
By heav*n; O |;ive Urn to my fbrjr T 

Zamoa. 

Bom for your ufe, I live, bat to oblige yoa i. 

Know^thcn, *twaa— I; 

Alonzo. 

Am I awake ? 

Zanga. 

For evcr^^ 

Thy wife ii guiltlefs ; that's one tranfport to me; - 

And I, I let thee know it ; that's another : 

I urg'd Don Carlos to refign hh miftrefs ; 

I forg*d the Letter ; I difposM the Picture ; 

I haud ; I defps'd ; and I deftroy. 

Alonzo* 

Oh I ^wocns* 

Zanga. 

Why, this Is well-^why> this is blow for blow. 

Where are you ? Crown me, fhadow me, with laoreb* 
Ye fpiritSy which delight in joft Revenge : 
Let Europe f and her paUld (on^ ^ weep i 
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Let Jfriek^ and her haadfed thrones* rejoice* 

my dear coontry men! lo6k down, and fee 
How I beftride your pvoftfite Conqueror! 

1 tread on haoghty Sfain^ and all her-kings : 
Bat this is mercy ; this i»my indulgence ; 
n^is peace; *tis refuge, from my indignation:. 
I m\sSt awake him into horrors. ^Ho! 
JlomLo^ ho ! the Mocr is at the gate ; . 
Awake, Invincible, Omnipotent! 

Thoa who doft all fiibdue^ 

Alonzo. 

Inhomanflnver 

Fafi'n Chrillian, (ho««fluftak-ft my dMmder. 
Look^mjoe^ Who am I ? I*kjiow., tboa fiqr'ftl 
The Me^Pi .a flarve, an abjed, bsatem flave 
(Eternal* woes to- him thacmade me fo I) : 
But look again. Has -fiic years cmel bondage 
Extingtti(h'd nujefty fo far, that nought 
Shines here, to give an «we of one above thee ? 
When thegveat Mm}^ kmg, Ahitdhy fell. 
Fell by thy hand -aceursM, I fbughtfaft by him r 
His Ton, tho\ thro' 'his ftmdnefs, in dHguife, 
Lefs toexpofe ne to th^ ariibitious foe. 
Ha ! • £>oes itnvake diee ? O'er my father's corfb 
I ftood aftride, txtll had 'dove thy crcft ; 
And then was made the captive of a fqoadron^ 
And funk into thy 'fervaat**But O! What, 
What were my itages ? Hear not heav'n, norearAf 
My wages were a How ;->^by heavHi^ a hlifw ; 
And fcom'ft.niortll'haxAL 

. , ALCULn 
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Alonso. I 

O villain ! villatn f 

Zanga. lSi^m»iM£ a daggir.^ 
All ftrife is vab. 

Alonzo, 
Is thus my love ittoni'd T 
Is this my recommpence ? Make friends of tigers ! 
Lay not yoor young, O mothers, on the breaft» 
For fear they turn to ferpents as they lie. 
And pay you for their nouriibment with deatlw 
Carks is dead, and Leonora dying ; 
Both innocent, both murder 'd, both by me: 
That heavenly maid, which fhould have Uv^ for evei^ 
At leaft have gently flept her fool away ; 
Whofe life (honld have (hut up as evening ffow^n 
At the departing fon— — ^was mnrderM f murdered i 
O (hame ! O guilt ! O horror t O remorfe ! 
O punifhment f Had Satan never fell. 
Hell had been made for me— O Leonora t 

Zanga. 
Muft I defplfe thee too, as well as hate thee ? 

Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. 
Prisim from fortune's lofty fummit fell i 
Great AUxander *midfl his conquelb moumM % 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their forrowt ; 
Cafars have wept; and I have had— my hkws 
But 'cis reveng'd ; and now my work is done ; 
Yet, e'er I fall, be it one part of vengeance. 
To make ev'n thu confcfs that I am juft : 
Thou feed a prince, whofe father thou hall (lain \ 
Whofe native country thou haft laid in blood i 
Whofe facred perfon, oh I thou haft prophanMi 
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O^ofe rdgn extingui(h*d: What was left to me 
So highly bom ? "No kingdom, but Rerenge ; 
Na treafure, bat thy tortures, and thy groans* 
tf men ihoald afk who brought thee to thy end. 
Tell them thpMo»r9 and they will not defpife thee: 
If cold white portals oenfure this great deed. 
Warn thei9« they judge not of fuperior beings^ 
Sools mude^of £re, and children of the fua* 
With whom Revenge is virtue. Fare thee wel l ■ 
Now* fully fatisfy*d, I (hould take leave ; 
But one thing grieves me i £nce thy death is near, 
I leave thee my example how to die. 
Js hi is going to fiah bimjelf^ Aionzo rujbis mfon him /# 
frfvtnt him. In tbt mean time. Enter Alvarez, «/- 
tended. 7bey difarm and feixt Zanga. Alonzo/«// 
the dagger in his bofom. 

Alonzo. 
No, monfler, thou (halt not eicape by death. 

O father I 

Alvarez. 
O Aionzo ! I IfaheHa, 

T<Mich!d with remorfe to fee her miibefs* pangs^ 
Told all the dreadful tale. 

Alonzo. 

What groan was that? 

Zanga, 

As I have been a vulture to thy heart. 

So will I be a raven to thine ear. 

And true as ever fnnff*d the fcent of blood. 

As ever ilapt its Eeavy wing againft 

The window of the fick, and croak'd defpair : 

Thy wife is dead. 

[Alvarez fw t9 tUftde of the fiage^ ondntumn 
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Alvarez. 
The dreadful nrwi ULtroe. 

AffONZO. 

Prepare the rack i invent new torments for him. 

Zanoa. 
This too it well. The fix*d. and noble mind' 
Tumi all occurrence to iuown advanUge^ 
And I'll make vengeance of calamiQr. 
"Were I not that rednc*d, thon would'ft not know. 
That, tha« reduc'd, I dare defy thee dill:: 
Torture thou may'lU but thou (halt ne-er defpife mf4 
The blood will follow, where the knife is driven i 
The flclh will quiver, where the pincers tear; 
And fighs and cries by nature grow on pain : 
But thefe are foreign to the foul : Not mine 
The groans thatifliie, or the tears that fsdl^ 
They difobey me; on the rack I fcom thee. 
As when my fauchion .clove thy helm in batdc 

■5^ Alvar'ez. 

'■^% Peace, villain! 

' '' )^ Zanoa. . 

>/ While I live, old man. Til fpcak^ 

And, well I know, thou dar'd not kill me yet } 
For that would rob thy blood-hounds of their prey. 

Alomzo. 
Who caird J/onzo ? 

Alvarez. 

No one calPd, my fon. 

Alonzo. 

Again ! — 'tis Carloi^ voice, and I obey. {daggtr, 

O how I laugh at all that this can do ! [Shewing tbi 

The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'dme, 

^^Were giv'n before ; I am already dead i 

Y 6 This 
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bis only marks my body for the grave. [Stais himfilf. 
"rifk^ thou art rcveng'd O Lmnora l"--^ 'ltH$u 

Z AVOA. 

ood rafiians, give me leave ; my blood is yours.; 
he wheers prepared, and you (hall have it a1L| 
?t me butjook ooe moment on the dead, 
nd pay yourfelves with gazing on my pangs. 

XHi goes ta Alonzo*s ho^. 
\hU AhnKo? Where's the haughty mien? 
that the hand which fmote me ? Heav*ns« how pale 1 
nd art thou dead? So is my enmity : 
war not with the duft : The great, the proudy 
he conqueror of Jfrick^ was my foe. 
. lion preys not upon carcafies. 
his was the only method to fubdue me^ 
error and doubt fall on me ; all thy good 
fow blazes : all thy . guilt is in the grave.; 
;ever had man fuch funeral applaufe ; 
- I lament thee, fure thy worth was great. 
» vengeance ! I have followed thee too far, 
.nd to receive me hell blows all her fices. \Bi is harm off. 

Alvarez. 
Dreadful efFe£l of jealoufy ! a rage 
In which the wife with caution will engage » 
Reludlant long, and tardy to believe. 
Where, fvvay'd by nature, we ourfelves deceive j 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art. 
And each man finds a Zanga in his heart. ^Exeunt* 
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EPILOGUE 

By a FRIEND. 

/^ UR Author f.nt «/, in an hunifle Jlrmmt 
^^ ^0 heg you^dbUfs the offspring bf bis brain ; 
Jnd /, your proxy t promis^d^ in your nasm. 
The Child Jhould live^ at Uaft^ Six daj^of/amt: 
J like thi Brat ; but ftill his faults can find i 
And^ by the ?arent*s leave ^ nuill /peak my nnnd* 

Gallants^ pray tell me^ do y^u think ^tRvas ivell^ 
To let a twilling maid lead apes in bell? 
You^ nicer Ladies^ Jhould you think it right 
To eat no Supp er on your IVedding^night ? 
Should Englifh Hujbands dare to ftarve their HlnteSf 
Be furey thefd lead moft comfortahU lives* 
But he loves mi/chiefs and^ vjith groundlefs fears ^ 
IVoud fain fet loving couples by the earsi 
WoiCd ffoil the tender hujbands of our nation ^ 
By teaching them his vile outlandijb fajhion : 
But viive been taught ^ in our good'natur*d ciisne^ 
That Jealoufy^ tho* juft, is fill a crime , 
And will be ftill \ for 9 (not to blame the plot) 
That fame Alonzo luas a ftufid fot^ 
To kill a bride 9 a mijlrefs unenjofdi 
^Tnuere fome excufe^ had the poor man been clofd: 

ft 
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\U bir on fufficton^ en he knew 
her the heineus crime inere falfe or trui.^ ■ ■ 
^efi fmd grace} Jhe met him in the bower, 
fes fie might anticipate an hour : 

nvas her errand, hut the hot^hrain^d Spaniard^ 
id of Love-'^oduc'*d a filthy Poniard: 
he been nxnfe at this their private meeting, 
^roof o'tb* Fuddin had been in the Eating : 
vn had then been pleaid, and Don contented, 
aU this blood and murder been pre<vented, 
ns, be wifit and, from this fad example^ 

break a Bargain, but firft take a Sample. 
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PROLOGUE, 

Written by Mr. D O D S LE Y, 
And fpoken by Mr. H A V A R D. 

CJ^HE Tragic fnufe^ re^olmng many a fage 

Of timers long records draiAjn from e*very age^ 
forms not her flans on low or tri*viai deeds ^ 
But marks the ftriking /— — ^i&«i fome Hero Heeds 
To fawe bis Country ^ then her fonvers inffire^ 
And fouls congenial catch the patriot fire. ' ■ 
When hold offrejjion grinds a fuffering land \ 
Unben the keen dagger gleams in murder's bandi 
When black confpiracy infeSs the throng ; 
Or fell renienge Jits brooding o*er his tvrongi 
Then njualks Jhe forth in terrors at her froiMn 
Guilt Jhrinks appalPd^ though feated on a throne* 
But the racked foulf 'when dark fufpicions rend '^ 
When Brothers hatCy and Sons tvith Sires contend i 
When clajhing interefts ivar eternal nvage ; 
jind Lo^e, the tendereft pajfsont turns to Rage ; 
Then grief on every n)ifage ftands impreft^ 
And pity throbs in enjery feeling breafti 
HopCf Fear, and Indignation^ rife by turnSf 
And the ftrongfcem with 'various pajjion bums. 

K 3 Suc() 
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Smtb is §wr tMle:—^Npr hk/k^ if tmrs JbmM fim \ 

^beyn nnrtuis tribute fmi t§ bumam ivae : 

Stub irwpt nrw btftre to brigbt eyes iniparti 

*rbe Jilemt *witnifs of a tender beart: • ^ ,. 

Stub drops adorn ibe nohlefi Heroes cbeekf 

And faint bis tvorlb, in ftroles that more than Jptakl 

Not be nvbo cannot weef^ but be tubo can, 

Sbenvs tbe great Jbul, and proves Inmfelf a Man. 

Tet do not idhf grieve at otbers fatn^ 
Nor let tbe tears of nature fall in vain : 
IVatcb tbe clofe crimes from ivbence tbeir ills bavegmifMi 
And frown their frcdltUs learn to mend youT OWn. 




^ ^ ^ S O N S. 
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A e T L S C E N E I. 

Enter CvKTiv^ jffi Po$thumius« 

CURTIUS. 

TH E R £* s fomething of magnificence about u» 
I have not feen at Rnne. But you can tell me. 

[Gazes rnauL 

POSTHUMIUS. 

True : Hither (ent on former embaffies^ 
I know this fplendid court of Macedon^ 
And haughty Philips well. 

CuRTIUSw 

His pride prefumes 
To treat us here Uke Aibjeds, more than Romans p. 
JAi^st than amb^adors, who, in our bofoms, 

K5 Beacr 
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Bear pcue and war, and Anm htm wkkk we pkafe»* , i 
As Jfiw hit ftorm, or iiin(htiie» on kk csreatnres. | I 

POSTHVMIVS. : 

Tlus Philip only, fince Rome*9 glory rofe, 

Prefenres its grandeor to the name of king ; 

Like a bold ftar, that ihews its fires by day. 

The Greek, who won the world, was fent before him, ^ 

iU the grey dawn before the bUuce of noon : 

PMip had ne*er been eonquer'd, bot by Rome % 

And what can fame fay more of mortal man I 

CURTIUS. 

1 know his public charadter. 

POSTHVMIUS. 

It pains me 
To torn my thoughts on his domeftic ftate : 
There PhiUp is no God ; bat poors his heart. 
In ceafelefs groans, o'er his contending fons ; 
And pays the fecret tax of mighty men 
To their mortality. 

CURTIUS. 

But whence the fb-ife. 
Which thus affliAs him ? 

POSTHVMIVS. 

From this Phils f% bed 
Two Alexanders fpring. 

CuRTius. 

And bitt one world \ 

•Twill never do. 

POSTHUMIVS. 

They both are bright; but one 
Benignly bright, as ftars to mariners; 

And 
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And one tcomety with malignant blaze. 
Denouncing ruin. 

CURTIUS. 

Yon mean Perfeus. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

Trne. 
The younger fon Demetrius ^ you well know. 
Was bred at Rome^ our^hoftage from his father. 
Soon after, h^ was feht ambaiTador, 
When Philip fear'd the thunder of oar arms. 
Rome'^s manners won him, and his manners Rome ; 
Who granted peace, declaring (he forgave. 
To his high worth, the condudl of his father. 
This gave him all the hearts of Macedon ; 
Which, joined to his high patronage from RomCj 
Inflames his jealous brother. 

CURTITJS. 

Glows there not 
A fecond brand of enmity ? 

POSTHUMIUS. 

O, yes; 
The fair Erixene. 

CuRTIUS. 

I've partly heard 
Her fmother'd ftory. 

POSTUUMIUS. 

Smother'd by the king ; 
And wifely too. But thou (halt hear it all. 
Not feals of adamant, not mountains whelm'd 
On gUilty fecrets, can exclude the day. 
Long burnt a fixt hereditary hate. 
Between the crowna of Macedon and Thrace ; 

K 6 The 
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The fword by both too moch indolg*d in blood. 
Fbiltpf at length, prevaird ; he took, by night. 
The town, and palace, of his deadly foe; 
Ru(h*d through the flames, which he had kindled roaod 
And flew him, bold in vain : Nor refted there ; 
Bnt, with ankingly cruelty, deflroy'd 
Two little fens within their mother^s arms ; 
Thas meaning to tread out thofe fparks of war. 
Which might one day flame up to great revenge. 
The queen, through grief, on her dead fons expired. 
One child alone furviv*d : A female infant. 
Amid thefe horrors, in the cradle fmiPd. 

CVRTIVS. 

What of that inbnt ? 

POSTHVMIVS. 

Stung with fliarp remorfi^ 
The vi&or took, and gave her to his queen. 
The child was bred, and honoured, as her own; 
She grew, fhe bloomed ; and now her eyes repay 
Her brother*s wounds on Philip''^ rival fons. 

CURTIUS, 

Is then Erixene that Thracian child ? 

How juft the Gods ! from out that ruinM houfe 

He took a brand, to fet his own on fire. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

To give thee, friend, the whole in miniature ; 
This is the pidure of great Philip'% court : 
The proud, but melancholy king, on high, 
Majcftic fits, like Jove enthron'd in darknefs ; 
His fons are as the thunder in his hand ; 
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And tHe fair Tln'ocian prineefs is a ftar» 
That fparkles by, and gilds the folemn fcene. 

Sifouts biordi 
^Tis their great day, fupreme of all their year^ 
The fam'd Laftration of their martial powers ; 
Thence, for our audience, cjiofen by the king. 
If he provokes a war, his empire ibakes^ 
And all her lofty glories nod to ruin*. 

CURTIUS. 

Who comes ? 

Posthumous; 
O, that's the jealous elder brother; 
Irregular in manners, as in form. 
Obferve the fire, high birth, and empire, kindle I 

CURTIUS. 

He holds his conference with much emotion. 

POSTHUMIUS* 

The brothers both can ulk, and, in their tums^ 

Have borne away the prize of eloquence 

At Athens. Shun his walk : Our own debate 

Is now at hand. We'll feek his lion Sire» 

Who dares to frown on us his conquerors ; 

And carries fo much monarch on his brow. 

As if he'd fright us with the wounds we gave him. 

[Efceunt. 
Enter Teksev 8 and Vehicles, 

Perseus. 
^Tis empire ? empire ! empire f let that word 
Make facred all I do, or can attempt ! 
Had I been born a flave, I (hould afFed it : 
My nature's fiery, and, of courfe, afpires* 

Who 
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Who gives an empire, by the gift defeats 
All end of giTing > and procures contempt 
Inftead of gratitade. An empire loft, 
Deftroy^d, would lefs confound me, than refi{;n*d. 

Pericles. 
But are you (uic Demetrius will attempt ? 

PlRSBUS. 

Why does Rome court him ? For his virtues ? No: 

To fire him to dominion : To blow up 

A civil war ; then to fupport him in it : 

He gains the name of iung, and Rem the power. 

Pericles. 
This is indeed the comaion art of Rome. 

Perseus. 
That fonrce of jaftice through the wondVing world \ 

His yoQth and valour iecond Rome^t defigns : 

The firft impels him to pvefumptnous hope; 

The laft fopports him in it. Thcfn his perfon ! 

Thy hand, O Nature, has made bold with inine. 

Yet more ; what words diftil from his red lip. 

To gull the multitude ! and they make kings. 

Ten thoufand fools, knaves, cowards, lump*d togetheTi 

Become all -wife, aJl-righteons, and almighty. 

Nor is this all : The fooliih 7bracian maid 

Prefers the boy to me. 

Pericles. 
And does that pain you ? 

Perseus. 

Fericlest to death. It is moft true. 

Through hate to him, and not through lov:e for her, 

1 paid my firft addreiTes ; but became 

The 
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The fool I feign'd ; My iigbs are now fincere. 
It fmarts ; it barns : O that ^twere fidion ftill ! 
By heaven, (he feems more beauteous than dominioh, 

Pericles. 
Dominion, and the princefs, both>are loil, 
Unlefs you gain the king. 

Perseus. 

Bet how to^ain him f 
Old men love novelties ; the laft arrived 
Still pleafes beft ; the youngeft ileals dieir fmiles* 

Pericles. 
Dymas alone can work him to his pleaAire ; 
Firft in efleem, «ad 4ceeper of his heart. 

PntSBVB. 

To Dymaj thou ; and win him to thy will. 
In the mctm thne. Til feek my double rival ;. 
Curb his prefumption, md «red myiblf. 
In all the dignity of birth, before him. 
Whate'er can ftir the bbod, or fway the mtnd. 
Is now at flake ; and double is the lofs. 
When an inferior bears away the prize, 

Pericles. 
Your brother, drefs'd for tbe folemnity. 

Perseus. 
To Dymas fly ! gain him, and think on diis : 
A prince indebted, is a fortune made. 

[Exit Pericles. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Demetrius. 
How, brother ! unattir'd ! Have you forgot 

What pomps are doe to this illufhioos day ? 

Per* 
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Persbusa 
I am no gewgaw, for the throng to gaze at : 
Some are defiga*d by natare bat for (hew ; 
The tinfel and the feather of mankind. 

Demetrius. 
Brother, of that no more : For (hame^ gird on 
Yoar glittering arms, and look like any Raman. 

Perseus. 
No, brother ; let theJ^Muvi look like me. 

If they*re ambitions. —But, I pr^ythee, ftand; 
Let me gaze on thee : — No inglorious figure ! 
More Romano, as it ought to be. 
But what is this that dazzles my weak fight ? 
There's funfhine in thy beaver. 

D£MBTRrV9. 

Tis that helmetr 
VndA Jlixandir wore at Gramcus. 

Perseus. 
When he fubdu'd the world ? Ha !. is't not fo ? 
What world haft thou fubdi^'d ? O^ yes ; the Fur. 
Think*ft thou there could in Macedon be foond 
No brow might fuit that golden blaze, but thine ? 

Demetrius. 
I wore it but to grace this facred day ; 

J^r not foe trifles. 

Perseus. 

Nothing is a trifle 

That argues the prefumption of the foul. 

Demetrius. 
'*Tis they prefume, who know not to deferred 

Perseus. 
Or who, delerving, fcorn fuperior merit. 

DSMB« 
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Demetrius. 
Who combats with a brother, wounds himfelf : 

Wave private wrath, and ruih upon the foes 
Of Macedonia, 

Perseus. 
No ; I would not wound 

Demitrius" friends* 

Demetrius*^ 
Demetrius^ friends I 

Perseus. 

The Rcmams^ 

You copy HojtniBaif our great ally ? 

Say» at what altar was you fworn their foe ? 

Peace-making brother ! Wherefore bring you peace. 

But to prevent my glory from the field ? 

The peace you bring, was meant as war to me^ 

Demetrius. 
Ferfeusy be bold when danger's all your own :. 

War now, were war with Thilif more than Rome* 

Perseus. 
Come, you love peace; that fair cheek hates a fear: 

You that admire the Romans^ break the bridge 

With Codesy or with Curtius leap the gulph j 

And league not with the vices of our foes, 

Demetrius. 
What vices ? 

Perseus*. 
With theif women, and their wits. 
Your idol Lalius ; Lalius the polite. 
I hear, Sir, you take wing, and mount in metre. 
Terence has own*d your aid, your comrade Terence^ 
God- like ambition ! Terence there, -the flave ! 

DSM.STRIUS. 

At Athens bred, and to the arts a foe ? Per^ | 
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PbR»BU8. 

At Jthens brcdy and borrow artt from Rgme f 

DeHBTRIUS. 

Brother, IVe done : Let our contention ceafc : 
Our mother (hudders at it in her grave : 
And how has FbHif moom'd ? A dreadful foe> 
And awful king ; but, O, the tendVeft parent 
That ever wept in fondnefs o^er a child I 

Perseus. 
Why» ay ; go tell your father ; fondly throw 

Your arms around him ; ftroke him to your purpofe, . 

As yon are wont : I boaft not fo much wdrth ; 

I am no pidtnre, by the doating eye 

To be fonrey^dy and hang about his neck. 

I fight his battles ; that's all I can do. 

But if yoo boaft a piety fin^re» 

One way you may fecure your father*8 peace i 

And one alone— Reiign Erixine. 

Demetrius. 
You flatter me^ to think her in my power. 
We run onr fates together ; you deferve. 
And (he can judge ; proceed we then like friendsj^ 
And he who gains her heart, and gains it fairly. 
Let him enjoy his gen'rous rival's too. 

Perseus. 
Smooth -fpeaking, iniincere» infulting boy ! 
Is then my crown ufurpt but half thy crime ? . 
Defift, or, by the gods that fmile on blood f 
Not thy fine form, nor yet thy boafted peace^ 
Nor patronizing Rome^ nor Philips tears. 
Nor Alexa$idtrz heln^et ; no, nor more. 
His radiant form, fhould it alight in thunder. 

And 
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And fpread its new divinity between ns. 

Should fave a. brother from a brother's fory. lExit Per. 

Demetrius. 
How*s this ? The waves ne'er ran thos high before. 

Refign thee ! yes, Erixi/fe, with life ! 
Thoa in whofe eye, fo modeft, and fo bright. 
Love ever wakes, and keeps a veftal fire. 
Ne'er fhati I wean my fond, fond heart from thee. 
But Per/ems warns me to ronze all my powers. 
As yet I float in dark uncertainty ; 
For, though ihe (miles, I found not her defigns: 
I'll fly, fall, tremble, weep upon her feet. 
And learn (O all ye gods !) my final doom f 
My father ! Ha f and on his brow deep thought. 
And pale concern ! Kind heav'n, aflw«ge his forrowt» 
Which ftrike a damp thro' all my fkmes of love. [Exit. 
Enter Kikg and Antigonvs. 

King. 
Kings of their envy cheat a foolifh world ; 

Fate gives us all in fpite, that wie alone 
Might have the pain of knowing all is nothing ; 
The feeming means of blifs but heighten woe. 
When impotent, to make their promife good : 
Hence, kings, at lead, bid faired to be wretched. 

Antigonvs. 
True, Sir ; 'tis empty, or tormenting, all : 

The days of life are Mers ; all alike s 
None juft the fame ; which ferves to fool us on 
Through blafted hopes, with change of fallacy ; 
While joy is, like to-morrow, ftill to come ; 
Nor ends the fruitlefs chace but in the grave* 
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Kmc. 
Aff there, Atttigomu, tkis pain will ceafe. 

Which meets me at the banquet ; haunts my pillow ;; 
Noff by the din of arms, is frighted from me. 
Confciince, \vhat art thou ? Thou tremendous power f 
Who doft inhabit us without our leave ; 
And arty within ourfelves, another felf ; 
A mailer felf, that loves to domineer. 
And treat the monarch frankly as tfae-flave; 
How deft thou light a torch to diftant deeds ?^ 
Make the paft, prefent ; and the future, frowu ? 
How, ever and anon, awake the foul. 
As with a peal of thunder, to ftrange horrors. 
In this long reftlefs dream, which idiots hug. 
Nay, wife men flatter with the name of life I 

Antioonvs,. 
You think toa much. 

Kmc- 

I do not think at all: 

The gods impoie, the gods inflid, my thoughts ; 

And paint my dreams with images of dread. 

Lad night, in fleep, I faw the Thracian queen. 

And her two murder'd Tons. She frown'd upon me. 

And pointed at their wounds. How throbb'd my heart f 

How fhook my couch ? And, when the morning came,. 

The formidable pidure dill fubfifted. 

And flowly vanifti'd from my waking eye. 

I fear feme heavy vengeance hangs in air, 

And confcious deities infufe thefe thoughts,. 

To warn my foul of her approaching doom* 

The gods are rigid when they weig)i fuch deeds- 

As fpeak a ruthlefs heart ; they meafure blood. 
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By drops, and bate not one in the repay. 
Could infants hort me ? 'Twas not like a king. 

ANTIGONUSr 

My lord, I do confefs the gods are with as ; 
Stand at onr fide in ev'ry a£t of life ; 
And on our pillow watch each fecrec thought j 
Nay» fee it in its embryo, yet unborn. 
But their wrath ceafes on remorfe for guilt ; 
And well I know your (brrows touch your fons ; 
Nor is it poflible but time mud quench ' 
Their flaming fpirits in a father's tean. 

King. 
Vatn comfort ! I this moment overheard 
My jarring fons with fury (hake my walls. 
Ah ! why my curfe from thofe, that ought to blefs me ? 
The queen of Thrace can anfwer that fad queftion : 
She had two fons ; but two : And fo have I. 
Misfortune (lands with her bow ever bent 
Over the world ; and he who wounds another, 
Diredts the goddefs by that part he wounds. 
Where to ftrike deep her arrows in himfelf. 

Antigohus. 
I own, I think it time your fons receive 

A father's awful counfel ; or, while here. 

Now weary nature calls for kind repofe. 

Your curtains will be (haken with their broils ; 

And, when you die, fons blood may ftain your tomb. 

But other cares demand you now : The Romans. 

King. 
O change of pain ! The Romans ? Perifh Rome ! 
Thrice happy they, who deep in humble life. 
Beneath the ftorm ambition blows. Tis meet 
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The Great (hould have the fame of Imppincb, 
The confolation of a little cnry ; 
'Tis all their pay forthofe fuperior cares, 
Thofe pangs of heart, their Taflals ne^er can feel. 
Where are thefe Grangers ? Firft m hear their tale; 
Then talk in private with my fons. 

Anticoiius. 

Bat how 

Intends my lord to make his peace with Rome ? 

King. 
Rome calls me fiery : Let her find me fo ! 

AvTICONUS. 

O Sir, forbear \ Too I at- you felt Romis power. 

King. 
Yes, and that reafon (tings me more than ever. 

To curfe, and hate, and hazard all againft her. 

Antigonus. 
Hate her too much to give her battle now ; 
Nor to your godlike valour owe your ruin. 
Greece^ The/Jfafyf Illyrium^ Rome has feiz'd ; 
Your treafures wafted, and your phalanx thinn'd : 
Should (he propeed, and flrike at Macedon, 
What would be left of empire ? 

King. 

Philip: AH. 

V\\ take my throne. Send in thefe foreigners. 

SCENE draws 9 and dif covers a magnificent throne^ 
Perseus, Demetrius, courtiers ^ &c. attending* 
PosTHUMius ««^CuRTius, the Roman amhajfadors^ 
enter, trumpets found. The King ajcends the throne. 

PoSTHUMIUS. 

Philip of Macedon ; To thofe complaints 

Our friends groan out, and you have heard at large, 

Rome 
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^omi now expe^ an anfwer. She fits judge, 
^nd will have right on earth. 

KlNG« 

ExpeSs an anfwer ! 
[ fo (hall anfwer, as becomes a king. 

P0STHVMIU8. 
Or more, Sir ; as becomes a friend of Rome* 

Or Jlexanders heir, to rife ftill higher. 

But to the purpoie. Thas a king to thofe 

That would make kings, and puff them out at pleafnre ; 

Has Philip done amifs ? 'Twas you provok'd him. 

My cities, which dcferted in my wars, 

I thought it meet to punilh : You deny'd me. 

When I had fhook the walls of Marena, 

You pluckt me thence, and took the taken town : 

Then you fent word I (hould red re from Greece, 

A conqueft at my door, by nature mine ; 

And faid. Here end thy realm ; as ye were gods ! 

And gods ye (hall be, ere Rome humbles me. 

All this is done ; yet Philip is your friend ! 

If this buys friendfhip, where can yon find foes ? 

In what regard will ftcrn Rome look upon me ? 

If as a friv;:nd, too "precious let her hold 

Her own efteem, to call a (lain on mine; 

If as an enemy, let her proceed. 

And do as ihe has done ; (he need no more. 

PoSTHUMiUS. 

The Romans do no wrong ; yet ftill are men : 
And if to-day an error thwarts their purpofe. 
To morrow fets it right : If Philip loves 
Dominion, and the pride that waits on kings^ 
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(Of which, peifhaps, his words too ftrongly fkvonr) 

Humility to Rome will lead him to it : 

She can give more than common kings can goven. 

Kino. 
Than common kings ? Ambaflador f remember 
Cannae — Where firft my fword was flnflit with blood« 

Demetrius. [^J!de, to the king.'] 
My lord, forbear. 

KrNG. 
And//iimir^/ftilliives. 

POSTHUMIVS. 

Becaure he fled at Cafua. 

King. 

There, indeed, 
I was not with him. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

Therefore be fled afone^-^ 
Since thus you treat us, hear another charge. 
Why here detain you, prifoner of your power, 
His daughter, who was once Rome's good ally. 
The king of Thrace f Why is (he not reftor'd ? 
For our next meeting yonUl provide an anfwer. 
What now has pafs'd, for his fake we forgive. 

[Pointing to Demetriu 
But mark this well : There lies foQie little diftance. 
Philips between a Roman and a king. [Exeunt Roman 

King. 
How fay'fl, unfceptred boafter ! This to me f 

With Hannibal I cleft yon Jlpine rocks ; 
With Hannibal choak'd Tbrafymene with flaughter : 
But, O the night of Cannons raging fleld ! 
When half the Roman fenate lay in blood 

6 • .Witho 



A TRAGEDY; ^itf 

Without oor tent, and groan'd, as we caroiis*d f 

Immortal gods ! for fucli another hour ! 

Then throw my carcafe to the dogs of Rotm. 

Antigonvs. 
Sir, you forget your fons. 

KlNX3» 

Let all withdraw. 
lExeunt all but tbg King and his fonsm 
Twb paffions only take up all my foul ; 
Hatred to Rome^ and tendernefs for them. 
Draw near, my fons, and liflen to my age. 
By what has pafs'd, you fee the ftate of things ; 
Foreign alliance mud a king fecure $ 
And infolcnce fuftain to ferve his power : 
And if alliances with Rome are needful, 
Much more among ourfelves. If I mud bear, 
Unmov'd, an infult from a ft ranger's brow, 
Shall not a brother bear a brother's look 
Without impatience f Whither all this tends, 
I'm forry that your confcious hearts can tell you : 
Is it not moft fevere ? Two fons alone 
Have crown'd my bed ; and they two are not brothers. 
Look here, and, from my kind regards to you. 
Copy fuch looks as you fhould bear each other. 
Why do I figh ? Do you not know, my fons ? 
And if you do^^O let me (igh no more ! 
Let thefe white hairs pat in a claim to peace f 

Perseus. 
Jlenceforth, my fole contention with my brother 

Is this; which beft obeys our father's will. 

Demetrius. 
Father, if fimple n^J^upre ever fpeaks 
Vol. n. L ^^< 
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Id her own language, fcoroing ofelefs words. 
You fee her now ; flie fwcUs into my eyes. 
I take thee to my heart ; I fold thee in it. 

[Embracing Pcrfeas. 
Our father bids ; and that we drank one milk. 
Is now the fmalleft motive of my love. 

King. 
JntigoMuSf the joy their mother felt 

When they were bom, was faint to what I feeL 

Demetrius. 
See, brother, if he does not weep! His love 

Runs o'er in venerable tears. Vm rude ; 
But nature will prevail — My king! My father! 

[EmbrAang. 

Perseus. \^Jfide.'\ 

Now cannot I let fall a fingle tear. 

King. 
See ! the good man has caught it too. 

^NTIGONUS. 

Such tears, 

And fuch alone, be fhed in Macedonia ! 

King. 
Be not thou, Perfeust jealous of thy brother ; 

Nor thou, Demetrius, prone to give him caufe; 
Nor either think of empire till Tm dead. 
You need not ; you reign now ; my heart is yoofts. 
Sheath your refentments in your father's peace; 
Come to my bofom both, and fwear it there. 

[Effacing bis fom* 
Antigonus. 
Look down, ye gods, and change me, if you cani 
This fight for one more lovely. What fo fweet. 
So beautifuli on earth» audi ah ! (o rare» 
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ls kindred love, and family repofc ! 
^his, this alliance, Romi^ will quite undo thee. 
ee this, proud Eaftern monarchs I and look pale ! 
Armies are routed, realms o*er-run b/ this. 
King. 
Or if leaguM worlds fuperior forces bring, 
I'd rather die a Father, than a King« 
' Fathers alone, a Father*s heart can know ; 
What fecret tides of ftill enjoyment flow. 
When brothers love! But if their hate fucceeds, 
- Ihrf wage the war ; but 'tis the Faihr bleeds. 

[Exeunt. 
End of the First Act, 



ACT II. 

Enter Perseus. 

Perseus. 

WHY loiters my ambaflador to Djmoi? 
His greatnefs will not fure prefume to fcom 
A. friendfhip ofter'd from an heir of empire, 
kit Pericles returns. 

[£«//r Ppricles. 
Is Djmas ours? 

Pericles, 
ile's cautious. Sir ; he's fubtle ; he's a courtier : 

^mas is now for you, now for your brother ; 

?or both, and neither : He's a fummer-infedt, 

\.nd loves the fun(hine : Qn his gilded wings, 

;Vhile the fcales waver, he'll fly doubtful round you i 
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And fing liis flatteries to both alike : 
The fcales once fix*d, he*ll fettle on the winner. 
And fwear his prayVs drew down the vidory — 
But what fucceis had you. Sir, with your brother? 

Perseus, 
All, all my hopes are at the point of death ! 
The boy triumphant keeps his hold in love : 
He's ever warbling nonfenfe in her ear. 
With all th* intoxication of fuccefs. 
Darknefs inclofes roe ; nor fee I light 
From any quarter dawn, but from his death. 

Pericles. 
Why flart at bh death, who refolves on yours F 

Perseus. 
Refolves on mine ! 

Pericles. 
Have you not markM the pfincefl ? 

You have : With what a beam of majefty 
Her eye drikes facred awe I It fpeaks her mind 
Exalted, as it is ? Whom loves (he then I 
Demetrius? no; Rome^s didiiYmgi who, no doubt. 
Dares court her with your empire. And ihi\i.Perfeui 
Survive that lofs ?— Thus he refolves your death. 

Perseus. 
Moll true. What crime then to ftrike firft ? Bat how? 
Or when ? or where ? O Pericles ! affift me. 

Pericles. 
*Ti8 dangerous, 

^erseus. 
The fitter then for me. 

Pericles. 
Wait an ooeafion that befriends your wiihes. 

c P«»* 
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Perseus. 
Go, fool, and teach a cataract to creep f 
Can thirft of empire, vengeance, beauty, wait? 

Pericles. 
In the mean time, accept a flratagem 
That muft fecure your empire, or your love. 
Your brother's Rsmam friend fhips gaH no lefs 
The king, than yoa : He dreads their confequeh^e"* 
Djmas hates Rome ; and Dymas has a daughter. 
How can the king fo powerfully fix 
"Dimetrius faith, as by his marriage there? 
For Dymas, thus (Romis fworn, eternal foe) 
Becomes a fpy upon his private life^ 
A))d furety for his condudt. 

Perseus. 

True But thus 

Our art defeats itfelf. My brother gains 

The favourite, and fo ftrengthens in his treafon. 

Periclbs. 
Think you, he'll wed her ? No ; the princefs' eye 

Makes no fuch {hort.liv'd conqneft. He'll refufe. 
And thus effe£t what I have drove in vain : 
Yes, he'll refufe ; and Dymas, in his wrath» 
Will lift for us, and vengeance— —<Then the king 
Will, doubtlefs, much refent his fon's refufal ; 
And thus we kindle the whole court againft him. 

Perseus. 
My precious friend, I thank thee. I take wing 

On ardent hope : I think it cannot fail. 

Go, make thy court to Djmaj with this fcheme : 

Begone Erixene ? — I'll feed her pride \Looking out. 

Once more; but not expend my breath in vain. 

L 3 This 
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This meeting damps unalterable fate ; 
I 'will wed her, or vengeance. 

[Enter Erixcne W 
O Erixene! 
O princefs I colder than your 7hracian fnows f 
See FtrfeuSf who De*er floopM but to the gods, 
Proflrate before you. Fame and Empire fue. 
Why have I conquer'd ?— Becaufe you are fair. 
What*8 Empire ?— but a title to adore you. 
Whjr do I number in my lineage high 
Heroes and gods ? — That you, fcarce lefs divine. 
Without a bittfh may liflen to niy vows. 
My anceftor fubdu'd the world. 1 dare 
Beyond his pride, and grafp at^more, in yotf. 
Obdurate maid ! or tarn, or I expire. 

Erixene. 
If love, my lord, is choice, who loves in vaui 

Should blame himfelf alone ; and if *tis fate, 

*Tis fate in all: Why then your blame on me } 

My crown's precarious, thro' the chance of war j 

But fure my heart's my own. Each villager 

Is queen of her alFefiions, and can vent 

Her aibitrary fighs where-e'cr fhe pleafes. 

Shall then the daughter of a race of kings—— 

Perseus. 
Madam, you juftly blame the chance of war: 

The gods have been unkind : I am not fo. 

No ! Perfetu comes to counter-balance fate s 

Thrace ne'er was conquer'd— if you fmilc on me.- 

Silent ! obdurate flill ! as cold as death ! 

But 'tis Demetrius ■* 
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Irixems. 
Prince, I take yoar meaning. 

Bot, if you tr^Iy tbink his worth prevails. 

How ftrange is your reqaeft ! 

Pbr^evs. 

No, Madam, no; 

Tho' Love has hurt my mind, I ftill can judge 

What fprings the pailions of the Great controul. 

Ambition is firft mtnifler of ftate; 

Love's bat a fecond in the cabinet ; 

Nor can he feather there his unfledg'd fhaft 

Bat from ambition's wing : But you conceive 

More fanguine hopes, from him whom Rome fupports. 

Than me. You view Demetrius on my throne ; 

And thence he ihines indeed. His charms from thence 

Tranfpierce yoor foul, enamoarM of dominion. 

Erixbnb. 
Why now you ihew me your profound efteem ! 

Demitrius* guilt alone has charms for me ; 
'Tia not the prince, but traitor, wins my love.— — 
Such infults are not brooked by royal minds, 
Howe'er their fortunes ebb ; and tho' I moom. 
An orphan, and a captive, gods there are- 
Fear then an orphan's and a captive's wrong. 

Perseus. 
Yoar cruel treatment of my paflion ■■ ■ • 

But I'll not talk.— This, Madam ; only this— - 

Think not the caufe, the curfed caufe of all. 

Shall laugh fecure, and triumph in my pangs : 

No ; by the torments of an heart on fire. 

She gluts my vengeance, who defrauds my love f [Exit. 

L 4 Erix- 
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Erxxenf. 
What have I done ? In what a whirlwind rage 
Has fnatchM him hence on ill ? I fjrowQ on Pirfius^ 
And kill Demetrius. 

Delia. 
Madam, fee ! the prince. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Erixene. 
Ah, prince f the temped, which ib long has Iottr*d» 
Is now full ripe, and burning o^er your head. 
This moment Perfeus* malice flam'd before me i 
Viflorious rage broke thro' his wonted gaarj. 
And menaced loud your ruin. Fly f O fly 
This inAant. 

DcMETftfUS. 

To what refuge ? 

EaxZENJE. 

R9m extrad* 

Her longing arms to clafp you for b«r own* 
Demetriui. 

Madam, *tis prudent ; 1 confefs it is : 

But is it loving as true lovers ought. 

To be fo very prudent in our love ? 

I boafl: not fo much wifdom : I prefer 

Death at your feet, before the world without yoa. 

Erixene. 
In danger thus extreme 

Demetrius. 

Oh I moftbclovU! 

Lov*d you like me, like me would you difcern. 
That I but execute my brother's purpofe 
By fuch a flight. At that his clamour, rage; 

And 
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And menace aim, to chafe a rival hence^ 
And keep the field alone. Oh ! ihall I leave him 
To gaze whole days; to learn to read your eye> 
To ftudy your delights ; to chide the wind's 
Too rude approach ; to bid the ground be fmooth i 
To follow, like your (hadow, where you go ; 
Tread in your fteps ; perhaps— -to touch your hand. 
O death ! to minifter in litde things ; 
Prom half a glance to prophefy your will/ 
And do it, ere well form'd in your own mind? 
<jods ! gods ! while worlds divide me from my princefsn 
That, (hould ihe call, Demetrius might grow old. 
Ere he could reach her feet. 

Erixene. 

If Per/eus* love 
Pains yon, it pains me more. Is yourt heart grieved I 
Mine is tormented : Bat fmce Philip's felf 
Is love's great advocate, a flat refuial 
But blows their rage, and haflens your, deftrudion. 
Had I not tJbat to fear I vfcxeyou fecure I 
rd eafe my bofom of its full difdain. 
And dafii this bold prefumer on his birth. 
But^ fee i the grand proceflion* 

Dbmetriui. 

We muft join it* 

Enter the Kmo, Persbvi, Romans^ Antigonui, (iff. 

King. 
Let the procefiion halt! and here be paid» 

Before yon flaming altar, thanks to heav'n. 

That brings us fafe to this aufpicious day ! 

The great Luftradon of our martial powers. 

Which, from its diflant birdi to prefent time. 
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Unfolds the glories of this antient empire. 
And throngs the pride of ages in an honr. 
PosTHVMius. IPcinting.'i 
What figure's that, O Phi/fpf which precedes? 

King. 
The founder of oar Empire, furious Ton 

Of great Jlddfs. We're ally'd to heaven ; 
And yon, I think, call Romulus a god.-— 
That, Philip, fecond of our name ; and ben, 

bend with awe to him, whofe red right-hand 
HurPd proud Darius like a ftar from heaven. 
With lelTcr lights around him, flaming down. 
And bid the laurelPd fons of Mactdoma 
Drink their own Ganges, 

Perseus. \^jijide to Demetrius.] 

Give him his helmet, brother^ 
King. \To bis fons. ^ 
You lead the troops that join in mock encounter ; 
And in no other may you ever meet f 
But march one way, and drive the world before you. 
The vi£tor, as our antient rights decree, 
Mud hold a feafl, and triumph in the bowl. 
■ Demetrius. 

1 long, my lord, to fee the charge begin ; 

The brandiih'd faulchion, and the clafhing helm, 
Tho' but in fport; it is a fport for men. 
Raw Alexander thus began his fame. 
And overthrew "Darius , firft, at home. 
We'll praAife o'er the plans of future conquells. 
While neighbouring nations tremble at our play \ 
And own the fault in fortune, not In us. 
That ^^e but want a foe to be immortal. 

Peh 
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Perseus. 

Yqq have fupply'd my wants : I thank you, brother. 

King. {^Rifing, and coming forwards . Mufic,'} 
How vain all outward effort to fupply 
The fool with joy f The noontide fun is dark. 
And mufic difcord, when the heart is low: 
Avert its omen ! What a damp hangs on me f 
Thefe fprightly, tuneful airs but fkim along 
The furface of my foul, not enter there : 
She does not dance to this inchanting found. 
How, like a broken inftrument, beneath 
The ikilful touch, my joylefs heart lies dead ! 
Nor anfwers to the mailer's hand divine ! 

Antigonus. 
When men on€» reach their autumn, fickly joys 

Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees. 
At ev*ry little breath misfortune blows ; 
Till, left quite naked of their happinefs. 
In the chill blafts of winter they expire. 
This is the common lot. Have comfort then: 
Your grief will damp the triumph. 

Xing. 

It is over. 
Hear too ; the trumpet calls us to the field. 
And now this phantom of a fight begins. 
Fair princefs, you and I will go together. 
As Priam and bright Helen did of old. 
To view the war. Your eyes will make them bolder, • 
And raife the price of viftory itfelf. 

l^Allgo out but Perfcus, *wbo has ohferved Demetrius 
and Erixene all this time convfrjingy and Ji ays le* 
bind thoughtful and difturfd. 

L 6 Peu. 
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PlRSEUS. 

Before my face fhe feeds him with her fmiles: 
The king looks on, nor difapproves the crime ; 
And the boy takes them as not doe to me. 
Without remorfe as happy as ihe^ll make hluh 
Perifli all three I Til feek allies elfewhere ; 
Father and brother, nay, a miftrefs too. 
DifiruSiton, rife I Though thou art black as mgh 
Thy mother, and as hideous as de/pair ; 
VU clafp thee thus, nor think of woman more. 
How the boy doats, and drinks in at his eyes 
Her poifon ! O to ftab him in her arms ! 
And yet do leis than they have done to mc^ 

Entir Periclbs. 

Periclbs. 
Where is my prince? The nation's on the wing) 

No bofom but exults ; no hand but bears 

A garland, or a trophy : And (hall Fir feus ■■ 

Pbrsbvs. 
Vengeance ! 

\Zhouts nvltUn* 

Periclbs. 
Hear how with ihouts they rend the ikies! 

PbIlseus. 
Give me my vengeance! 

Pbrxclbs. 

Forty thonfand men,. 

In poliih'd armour, ihine againil the fun* 

Perseus. 
Dare but another word, and not of vengeance. 

And I will ufe thee« as I wou'd---my brother* 

Piw- 
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PSRICLIS. 

Vengeance I on whom ? 

Perseits* 



Tis yours. 



On him. 
' Pbriclei. . 

What vengeance F 
Perseus. 

BlooiL 
Pericles. 



Perseus. 
What god will give it me ? 

Pericles. 

Your own right hand* 
Perseus, 

I dare not^«*for my father* 

Pericles. 

You ihall dare. 
Perseus. 
Shalt thoa dare ^e encouragement to Per/ens ^ 
Unfold thy purpofe ; I'll oatfhoot the mark. 

Pericles. 
Where are you going ? 

^ Perseus. 

. To the mock encounter. 
Pericles. 
What more like mock encounter than the true f 

Perseus. 
Enough— iHe*s dead ! 'Twas accident; *cwas error i 

No matter what. Ten thoufand (hare the blame. 

Pericles. 
Hold, Sir ! I had forgot : On this occaiion. 

The troops are fearch'd ; and foils alone are wonif 
Inflead of fwords. 
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Perseus. 
An oiier were enongh. 
Who pains my heart, plants thander in my hand. 

Pericles. 
But ihould thb fail— 

Perseus. 
Impoflible! 
Pericles. 

' But, (hottld it, 
The banqaet follows. 

Perseus. 

Foifon in his wine. 

I thank the gods f my fpiriCa are revived 1 

I draw immortal vigoar from that bowl ! 

Pericles. 
Nay, (honld both fail, the field and banqaet too. 

All fails not ; fairer hopes to fair fucceed : 

For know, my lord, the king receiv'd with joy 

The marriage- fcheme, and fent for Dymas* daughter. 

Perseus: 
Then there's a fecond bowl of poifon for him. 

Pericles. 
Yet more : This ev'ning thofe ambafladors. 

Which Philip fent to Romet beneath the name 
Of public bufinefs, but, in truth, to learn 
Your brother's condudi, are expeded home. 

Perseus. 
Thofe whom I fwore, before they parted hence, 

In dreadful facraments of wine and blood. 

To brtngbackfuch reports, as (hou'd deftroy him:— 

And what if, to complete our fecret plan, 

We feign a letter to his friend the conful. 

To ftrengthen our ambafladors report ? 
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Pericles. 
That care, my lord, be mine: I know aknare^ 
Grown fat on forgery ; he'll counterfeit 
01d^/«//«/ hand and fcal, by former letters 
Sent to the king; which you can gain with eafe. 

Perseus. 
Obferve — This morning, at their interview. 

The Romans^ in effe6l, informed the king. 
That Thrace was theirs, and ordered him redore 
The princefs. This will give much air of truth. 
If our forg*d letters fay the R$mans crown 
Demetrius king of Thrace^ and promife more. 

Pericles. 
My lord, it fhall be done. 

* Perseus. • 

All cannot fail. [Trumpets. 
Pericles. 
The trumpets found ; the troops are mounted. 

Perseus. 

Vengeance ! 
Sweet vengeance calls : Nor ever caird a god 
Such fwift obedience : Like the rapid wheel, 
I kindle in the courfe ; Fm there already ; 
Snatch the bright weapon ; bound into my feat; 
Strike ; triumph ; fee him gafping on the ground. 
And life, love, empire, fpringing from his wound. 
When godlike ends, by means unjuft, fucceed. 
The great refult adorns the daring deed. 
Virtue's a (hackle, under fair difguile. 
To fetter fools, while we bear off the prize. [Exeunt, 

Enii 0/ tbi S% com D Act. 

ACT 
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ACT IIL 

Entir P E R s B V Sb . 

Pbrseus. 

COWARDS in ill, like cowards in the field, 
Are fure to be defeated. To flrike home. 
In both, 18 prudence: Guilt, begun, mud fly 
To guilt confummate, to be fafe. 

Enter Psriclbs. 

Pbriclbs. 

My lord 

Perseus. 

Difturb net mf devotions ; they decline 

The beaten track, the common path of pray V*— — 

Ye powers of darknefs f that rejoice in ill ; 

All fworn by Styx^ with pcflilential blafts 

To wither every virtue in the bud ; • 

To keep the door of dark confpiracy. 

And fnufF the grateful fumes of human blood \ 

From fulpbur blue, or your red beds of ^re^ 

Or your black ebon thrones, aufpicious rife i 

And, burning thro* the barriers of this world. 

Stand in dread contrail to the golden fun ; 

Fright daylight hence with your infernal fmiles> 

And howl aloud your formidable joy. 

While I tranfport you with the fair record 

OS ivhat your faithful minifler has done. 
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Beyond your infpiration, felf-impcird, 
To fprcad your empire, and fecure his own. 
Hear, and applaud.— Now, Ptrida f proceed: 
Speak ; is the letter forg'd ? 

Pericles. 
This moment; and might cheat 

The cunning eye of jealoufy itfelf. 

Pbrsexts. 
Tis well : Art thou apprised of what hath pad 

Since lad we parted ? 

Pericles. 
No, my lord. 

PsRSfiVS. 

Then roufe 
Thy whole attention : Here we arc in private : 
Know then,, my Pmelit, the mock encounter 
I turn*d| as taught by thee, to real rage» 
But blafted be the cowards which I led ! 
They trembled at a boy. 

Pericles. 
Hal 

• Perse vs. 

Mark me well : 

The villains fled ; but foon my prudence turned 

To good account that momentary ihame. 

Thus 1 pretend 'twas voluntary flight 

To fave a brother's blood ; accuiinghim 

As author of that conflidt I declined. 

And he purfu'd with ardour and fuccefs. 

Pericles. 
That's artfuL Whatenfu'd? 

Perseus. 

The banquet foUow'd, 
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Held by the viflor, as oar rices require : 

To which hii eafy nature, foon appeas'd. 

Invited me. I went not ; but fent fpies 

To learn what pars*d : which ipies, by chance dtteGiid, 

(Obfcrve me) were ill usM. 

Pericles. 

By whom ? your brother ? 
Perseus. 
No ; by his fons of riot. He foon after. 

Not knowing that my fervants were abasM, 

Kind, and gay hearted^ came to vifit me. 

They, who mifusM my fpiet^ for felf- defence. 

Concealed their arms beneath the robes of peace. 

Of this informed, again my genius ferv'd me.— 

Pericles. 
You took occaiion, from thefe few in arms. 

To charge a murderous afTault on all. 

Perse vs. 
True, Pericles : But mark my whole addrefs ; 
Againft my brother fwift I bar my gates ; 
Fly to my father ; and, with artful tears, 
i^ccufe Demetrius; /rji, of turning fports^ 
And gutltlefs exercife, to mortal rage ; 
Then, of inviting me (ftill blacker guilt f) 
To fmiling death in an invenom'd bowl ; 
And, /afi, that, both thefe failing, mad with rage. 
He threw his fchemes of baffled art afide. 
And with arm'd men avow'dly fought my life. 

Pericles. 
Three ftartling articles, and well concerted. 

Following each other in an eafy train. 

With fair fimilitude of truth! But, Sir, 

How bore your father \ Pee- 
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Perseus. 

Oh! he (hook! he fell! 

Nor was his fleeting foul recalled with eafe. 

Pericles. 
What faid he, when recovered ? 

Perseus. 

His refolvc 

I know not yet ; but, fee, his minion comes ; 

And comes perhaps to tell me — But Til go i 

Suflain my part, and echo loud my wrongs. 

Nought (o like innocence, as perfeA guilt. 

If he brings aught of moment, you'll inform me. 

IJs Perfeos ^oes off, be is JtivCd by officers. 

Enter Dymas. 

Pericles. 
How fares the king ? .. 

Dymas. ^ 

£v*n as an aged oak 

Pafht to and fro, the labour of the florm ; 

Whofe largeft branches are ilruck off by thunder ; 

Yet ftill he lives, and on the mountain groans j 

Strong in afHidion, awful from his wounds, 

And more reyer'd in ruin, than in glory. 

Pericles. 
I hear prince Perfius has accused his brother. 
Dymas. 

True ; and the king's commands are now gone forth 

To throw them both in chains; for farther thought 

Makes Pbilip doubt the truth of Per/tus' charge. 

Pericles. 
What then is his defign ? 

Dymas. 

They both this hour 
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Muil plead their caufe before him : Nay, already. 

His nobles, judges, coixnfellors, are met ; 

And public juftice wean her ftemeft form : 

A more momentous trial ne^er was known ; 

Whether the pleaders you furvey as brothers. 

Or princes known in arts, or famM for arms ; 

Whether you ponder, in their awful judge. 

The tender parent, or the mighty king^ 

Greece^ Athtm hears the caufe : The great refult 

Is life, or death ; is infamy, or fame. [fnuKfeis. 

PaRlCLfit. 

What trumpets thefe } 

Dymas. 
They fummoa to the court. 

SCENE draws, tbi Coarti King, &r. 
Bntir Dymai, and tahs bis placi ly tbi KlNO. 

Bring forth the prifeners. 

Strange trial this I Here fit I to ddsate. 

Which vital limb to lop, nor that to (ave^ 

But render wretched life more wretched (lill. 

What fee I, but heaV'n's vengeance, in my fons ? 

Their guilt a fcourge for mine : 'Tis thus heav'n writes 

Its awful meaning, plain in human deeds. 

And language leaves to man. 

Enter Perseus aWDembtrivs in chains^ from differ- 
ent fide i of tbe ft age \ Perfeus yiZ/pwV ^y Pericles, and 
Demetrius by Antigonus. 

- Dymas. 

Dread Sir^ your fons. 

J have no fons ; and that 1 cNtt \iaA> Is 
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h now my hcavieft curfe : And yet what care, 

What pains, I took to curb their rifing rage ! 

How often hare I rang'd thro* hiftory 

To find examples for their private ufe ? 

The Ti&r^tfn brothers did I fet before them m 

What blood ! what defolation ! bot in vain.1 

For thee, Demetnus, did I go to Romf, 

And bring thee patterns thence of brothers love i 

The ^intii, and the Scipit's : bat in vain ! 

If Tm a monarch, where is your obedience ? 

If Pm a father, whereas yoor duty to me ? 

If old, your veneration due to years ? 

But I have wept, and you hare fworn, in vain ! 

I had your ear, and enmity your heart. 

How was this morning*s counfel thrown away ! 

How happy is your mother in the grave ! 

She« when (he bore you, fuffer*d lefs: Her pang9^ 

Her pungent pangs, throb thro' the father's hearib 

Dbmbtrius. 
Yoa can't condemn me. Sir, to worfe than this. 

King. 
Than what, thou young deceiver ? While 1 11 e^ 
You both with impious wiflies grafp my fceptre : 
Nothing is facred, nothing dear, but Empire ; 
Brother, nor father, can you bear j fierce li^ft 
Of Empire burns, extinguifh'd all befide. 
Why pant you for it ? To give others awe ? 
Be therefore aw'd yourfelves, and tremble at it. 
While in a father's hand. 

Dymas. 

My lord, your warmth 

Defers the bofinefs. 
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King. 
Am I then too warm ? 
They that (hould fhelter me from evVy blaft. 
To be themfelves the dorm ! O I how Rome triumphs f 
Oh ! how they bring this hoary head to ihame f 
Conqueft aiid fame, the labour of my life. 
Now turn againft me ; and call in the world 
To gaze at what fKas Philips but who now 
Wants ev*n the wretch's privilege — a Wifli. 
What can I wilh ? Dtmttriui may be guiltlefs. 
What then is Perfeus f Judgment hangs as yet 
Doubtful o'er them ; but Tm condemned already ; 
For both are mine ; and one-^is foul as hell. 
Should thefe two hands wage war, (thefe hands lefs dear!) 
What boots it which prevails ? In both I bleed. 
But I have done. Speak, Perfeus^ and at large; 
Yoall have no fecond hearing. Thou forbear. 

« 7o Demetrius. 

PEaSEUS. 

Speak !— !Twas with utmofl ftruggle I forbore. 
Thefe chains were fcarce defignM to reach my tongue : 
Their trefpafs is fufficient, (lopping here. . 

[Shenviffg bis arms, 
Thefe chains ! for what ? Are chains for innocence ? 
Not fo ; for, fee, Demetrius wears them too. 
Fool that I was, to tremble at vain laws ; 
Nor learn from him defiance of their frown ; 
Since innocence and guilt are us'd alike ; 
Blood-thirfty (labbers, and their defUn'd prey 1 
Per/eujf and He — I will not call him brother : 

IPointing at Demetiius. 
He wants not that Qohaucement of his guilt. 
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King. 
But clofer to the point ; and lay before as 

Your whole deportment this ill-fated day. 

Persiui. 
Scarce was he cool from that embrace this morning. 
Which you injoin'd, and 1 iincerely gave; 
"Nor thought he planned my death within my arms ; 
When holding vile, oaths, honour, duty, love. 
He fir'd our friendly fports to martial rage. 
If war, why not fair war? But that has danger. 
From hoflile confli£t, as from brothers play. 
He bluih*d not to invite me to his banquet. 
I went not ; and in that was I to blame ? 
Think you, there nothing had been found but peace,* 
From whence foon after (ally'd armed men? 
Think you, I nothing had to fear from fwordsi 
When from their /o/7j I fcarce efcapM with life? 
Or poifon might bis valour fuit as well :— 
This pafs'd, as fuits his wifdom, Macedonians ! 
Who volts o^er elder brothers to a throne. 
With an arm'd rout he came to vifit me. 
Did I refufe to go, a bidden gueft? 
And fhould I welcome him, a threat'ning foe ? 
Refenting my refufal ; boiling for revenge ! 

Demetrius. 
Tis falfe. 

Antigonus. 
Forbear— The king ! 

Ferssus. 

Had I receivM them, 

You now had mourn'd my death, not hoard my caufe.— 

Dares he deny he brought an armedi throng ? 
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Call thofe I name ; who dare this deed, dare all; 
Yet will not dare deny, that this it true. 
My death alone can yield a ftronger proof; 
Will no lefs proof than thai content a father ? 

PEaiCLBS. 

Ferfeus^ you fee, has art, as well as fire; 

Nor have the wars worn Jthens from- his tongue. 

Perseus. 
Let him, who feeks to bathe in brother's blood. 
Not find well pleas'd the fountain whence it fiow'd : 
Let him, who fhudders at a brother's knife. 
Find refuge in the bofom of a father : 
For where elfe can I fly ? whom elfe implore ? 
I have jijio Romans^ with their eagles wings, 
To (helter me ; Demetrius borrows thofe. 
To mount full rebel- high : I have their hatred ; 
And, thanks to heav*n ! dejtmji it : Good Demetrius 
Can fee your towns and kingdoms torn away 
By thefe froteilors ; and ne'er lofe his temper. 
My weaknefs ! I confefs, it makes me rave ; 
It makes me weep — and my tears rarely flow. 

Pericles. 
Was ever flronger proof of filial love ? 

Pkrseus. 
Vain are Romi^ hopes, while you and I furvive : 
But fliould the fword take me, and age my father, 
(Heav'n grant they lea^vt him to the ftroke of age !) 
The kingdom, and the king, are both theif own ; 
A duteous loyal king, a fceptred flave, 
A willing Hactd^nian flave to Rome. 

King. 
Firft let an earthquake fwallow Macedonia. 

Pee. 
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Perseus. 
How, at fuch news, would Hannibal. Kjoict ? 

How th« great (hade oi Jlixatukr finile ? 

The thought quite choaks me up : I can no more* 

King. 
Proceed \ 

' Persbus. 

No, Sir Why have I fpofce at all ? 

*Twas needlefs : P^/7/^jafliiies my charge; 
Philip'' s the fingle witnefs which I call. 
To prove Demetrius guilty. 

King. 

What doft mean ? 

Persbi/.s. ., 
What mean I, ^r ! what mean I !— To ru p mad j 
For who, unfhaken both in heart, and brain. 
Can recoiled it ! 

King. 
What? 

Perseus. 

This momitog^s infult. 
This morning they proclaimed him Phiiip^f king : 
This morning they forgave you for his fake. 
O pardon, pardon 1^— -I cobld llrike him dead. 

King. 
More temper. 

Pkrseus. 
Not more truth ; that cannot be ! 

And that it cannot, one proof can't. efcape you ; 

For wliat but truth could make me, Sir, fo bold i 

Jiome puts forth all her ftrength to crown her minion, 

Demetrius^ vices, thriving of themfclves. 

Her fulfom ilattVies dung to ranl^er growth. 

Vol. II. " ''M* I>emtU\u\ 
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Demetrius is the burden of her fong ; 

Each river, hill, and dale, has learnt his name; 

While elder Per/eus in a whifper dies* 

Demitrim treats; Demitrius gives as peace ; 

Demetrius is our god, and nuould be fo. 

My fight is (hort r Look on him you that can : 

What fage experience lies upon his brow. 

What aweful marks of wifdom, who vouchfafes 

To patronize a Father, and a King ? 

Such patronage is treafon. 

King. 

Treafon I Death! 
Perseu-s. 
Nor let the ties of blood bind up the hands 
Of judice ; Nature^s ties are broke already : 
For, who contend before you ?— Your two fons ?— 
No ; read aright; 'tis Macedon^ and Rome. 
A wellmalk'd foreigner, and youT'— -0^^ fon, 
Guard of your life, and— exile of your love. 
Now, bear me to my dungeon : What fo fit 
As darkaefs, chains, and death, for fuch a traitor f 

King. 
Speak, Demetrius. 

Antigonus. 
My lord, he cannot fpeak ; accept his tears-* 

Inflead of words. 

Pbrsevs. 

His tears are falfe as they.— -— 
Now, with fine phrafe, and foppery of tongue. 
More graceful a£iion, and a fmoother tone. 
That orator of fable, and fair face. 
Will ileal on your brib'd hearts, and, as you lifieii» 
idin truth, and I, plain Per/eus, are forgot. 
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Demetrius. 
Ay Father ! King ! and Judge I thrice aweftil power ! 
^our Son, your Subjedl, and your Prifoner, hear ; 
I'hrice humble ftate ! If I have grace of fpecch. 
Which gives, it feems, offence) be that no crime 
A^hich oft has ferv'd my country, and xxiy king : 
^Jor in my brother let it pafs for virtue. 
That, as he is, ungracious ke would (eem : 
Por, oh ! he wants not art, though grace may fail him. 
The wonted aids of thofe that are accused, 
Has my accufer feiz'd. He fhed falfe tears. 
That my true forrows might fufpefted flow : 
He. feeks my life, and calls me Murderer ; 
And vows no refuge can he find on earthy 
That / may want it in a father's arms j 
Thofe arms, to whith e'en ftrangers fly for fafety. 

Kino. 
Speak to your charge. 

Demetrius. 

He charges me with treafon : 
If I'm a traitor, if I league with Rome^ 
Why did his zeal forbear me till this hour ? 
Was treafoii then no crime, till (as he feigns) 
1 fought his life ? Dares Per/eus hold, fo much. 
His father's welfare cheaper than his own ? 
Lefs caufe have I, a brother, to complain. 
He fays, I wade for empire through his blood : 
He fays, I place my confidence in Rome : 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown, my brow ? 
Will then a fceptre, dipt in brother's blood. 
Conciliate love, and make my reign fccure ? * 

M 2 Falfe 
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Falfc are both charges ; and he proves them falfe, 
By placing them together. 

Antigonvs. 

That's well urgM. 

DkMETRIUS. 

Mark, Sir, how Perfeus^ unawares, abfolves ine 

From guilt in all, by loading all with guilt. 

Did I defign him poifon at my feail ? 

Why then did I provoke him in the field ? 

That, as he did, he might refufe to come ? 

When angry he refus'd, I (hould have fooch*d 

His rousM refentmen^, and deferred the blow ; 

Not defiin'd him that moment to my fword, 

Which I before inftrufled him to (hun. 

Through fear of death, did he decline my banquet? 

Could I expert admittance then at his ? 

Thefe numerous pleas at variance, overthrow 

Each other, and are advocates for me. 

Perseus. 
No, Sir; Pofihumius is his advocate. 

King. 
Art thou afraid that I fhould hear him out ? 

Demetrius. 
Quit then this pidurc, this well painted fear. 
And come to that, which touches him indeed. 
Why is Demetrius not defpis'd of all. 
His fecond in endowments, as in birth ? 
How dare I draw the thoughts of Muedonf 
How dare I gain efteem with foreign powers ? 
Efteem, when gain*d, how dare I to preferve ? 
Thefe are his fecret thoughts ; thefe born withxB i 
Thefe fling op accafatioas in his fbol; 

Tan 
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Turn friendly vifits to foul fraud, and murder; 

And pour in poifon to the bowl of love. 

Merit is Treafon in a younger brother. . ' 

King. 
Bat clear your condudl with regard to Rofne* 

Demetrius. 
Alas ! dread Sir, I grieve to find fet down, , 
Among my crimes, what ought to be my peaife. 
That I went hoftage, or ambaflador. 
Was Philip'^ high command, not my requeft : 
Indeed, when there, in both thofe chara«^\ers^ 
I bore in mind to whom I owe my birth : 
Rome 9 favour followed. If it is a crime 
To be regarded, fpar^ a crime you caused ; 
Caus'd by your orders, and examples too. 
True, I'm Rome^s friend, while Rome is your ally ; 
When not, this hoflage, this ambafTador, 
So dear, (lands forth the fierceft of her foes ; 
At your command, flies fwift on wings of fire. 
The native thunder of a father's arm. 

Antigonus. 
There fpoke, at once, the Hero, and the Son. 

0BMETRIUS. 

To clofc— To thee, I grant, fome thanks are due ; 

[Speaking to Perfeus. 
Not fdr thy kindnefs, but "malignity : 
Thy character's my friend, th9ugh thou my foe ; 
For, fay, whofe temper promifes moft guilt ? 
Perfeusy importunate, demands my death : 
I do not afk for his : Ah ! no ; I feel 
Too powVful nature pleading for \^m here: 
But, were there no fraternal tie to bind me^ . 
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A Ton of Phi/ip mud be dear to me. 

If yea, my father, had been angry with me. 

An elder brother, a lefs awcfnl parent ^ 

He fhould afTwage you, he (hoold intercede. 

Soften my failings, and indofge my yooth : 

But my afylum drops its charadler; 

I find not there my refcae, bnt my rain. 

Perseus. 
His bold aflurance**— ^ 

KiKG. 

Do not interrapt him ; 
But let thy brother finiih hb defence. 

Demetrius.. 
O Pirfcus ! how I tremble as I fpeak ? 

Where is a brother*s voice ; a brother^s eye \ 
Where is the melting of a brother's heart ? 
Where is our aweful father's dread command \ 
Where a dear, dying mother's laft reqoeft ? 
Forgot, fcorn*d, hated, trodden under foot f 
Thy heart, how dead to ev'ry call of nature ! 
UnfonM ! unbrother'd ! nay, unhumamz'd I 
Far from affedlion, as thouVt near in blood \ 
Oh ! Perftust Perfeus ! — But my heart's too full. 

[Falls 9n AntigonB*' 
King. 
Support him. 

Perseus. 
Vengeance overtake his aimes. 
King. 
No more ! 

Antigonus. 
See, from his hoary brow, he wipes the dew» 

Which agony wrings from him* 

KiNC 
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Kino. 

Oh ! my friend, 

Thefe boys at ftrife, like jEtuah ftruggling flames^ 

Convuliions canfe, and make a mountaiQ (hake i 

Shake Tbilip^ firmnefs, and convulfe his heart y 

And, with a fiery flood of civil war. 

Threaten to delage my divided land. 

Pve heard them both ; by neither am convinced ; 

And yet Demetrius words went through my heart,—— 

A double crime, Demetrius, is your charge ; 

Fondnefs for Rome, and hatred to your brother; 

If you can clear your innocence in one, 

n^will give us caufe to think you wrong^'d in both; 

Demetrivs. 
How fliaH I dear it. Sir ? 

King. 

This honeft man 
Detefts the RopitMs : If yon wed his daughter, 
Rmii foe becomes the guardian ofi your faith. 

Demetiiius. 
I told you. Sir, when I returned from Ramt'"'^ 

King. 
How !— Doft thou want an abfolute command } 
Your Brother, Father, Country, all exad it. 

Antigonus. [AJUe to Demetrius.] 
See yonder guards at hand, if you refufe. 
Nay, more ; a father, fo diftre(s*d, demanda 
A fon*s compaffion, to becalm his heart. 
Oh ! Sir, comt)fy. 

Demetrius. [jIJuU to Antigonus.] 

There I there I indeed, you toach me I 
Befides, if Vm confined, and Perfeus free> 

M 4 I never, 
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I never, never, fhall behold ber more.' 
Pardon, ye gods f an artifice forc'd on me. 
Dread Sir, yoar fon complies. [To the khg, 

DVmas. 

Aftonifliment ! 
Kino. 
Strike ofF his chains. Nay, Perfeus too is free : 
They wear no bonds, but thofe of duty, now. 
Djmas, go thank the prince: He weds yoar daughters 
And higheft honours pay }K>ur high defert. 

[Exiunt all but Dymas and Demetrius* 
Dymas. 
O, Sir, without prefumption, may I dare. 

To lift my raviih'd thought ?— 

Dembtrxus. 

In what Ttc doMj 
I paid a duty to my father^s will : 
And fet you an example, where 'tis doe^ 
Of not with-holding yours, 

DvAfAS. 

My doty, Wr, 

To you, can never fall. 

Dk&^btrivs. . 

Then, Dymas^ I requeft thci^ 

Go feck the king, and ^ivt me from a marriage 
My brother has contrived, in artful malice. 
To make me lofe my Father, or iny Love. 
Go, charge* iKe Jiift refufal on thyfelf. 

Dymas. 
What Philip authorizes me to wi(h. 
You, Sir, fniy difappoirit: But, to take on me 
*rhe load of the refufal-*-*- 

DiiMBTkrvs. 

- U xio more Than 
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Than Djmas owes his honour, if he'd (haa 
The natural furmife, that he concurred 
In brewing this foul treafon. 

Dymab. 

Sir, the king 

Knows what he docs ; and, if he feeks my glory i ■ 

Demetrius. 
In a degree, deftruflive of his own, 

'Tis yours to difappoint him, or renounce 

Your duty to your king. / 

Dymas. 

You'll better tell— » 

Demetrius. 
Yes, better tell the king, he wounds his honour. 

By lifting up a minion from the duft. 

And mating him with princes. Ufe your power. 

Againft yourfelf : Yes, ufe it, like a man. 

In ferving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 

Indulgence, juftice, and abfolve your mailer. 

Though kings delight in raifing what they lovc^. 

Lefs owe they to themfelves, than to the throne;. 

Nor mufl they proflitute its majeily, 

Tofwell a fubjed's pride, however deferving* 

Dymas. 
What the king^ grants me — 

Demetrius. 

Talk not of a grant r 

What a \i\ngoughhnot, that he cannot give; 

And what is more than meet from princes bounty ,^ 

Is plunder, not a grant. Think you, his honour 

A perquifite belonging to your place, 

As favourite faramunt? Prefervc the king 

M 5 . Froia.. 
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From doing wrong, thoagh wrong is done for pa; 

And fhew, *tis not in favoar to corrupt thee; 

Dymas. 
I fought not. Sir, this honoar. 

Demetrius. 

But would take it. 
True tnajefty^s the very foul of kings i 
And reditude*8 the foul of' majefty : 
If mining minions fap that reditode> 
The king may live, but majefty expires : 
And he that leflens majefty, impairs 
That juft obedience public good requires ;. 
Doubly a traitor, to the Crown, and State*. 

Dymas. 
Muft I refufe what Philip's pleas'd to give ? 

Demetrius. 
Can a king give thee more than is his Own ? . 

Know, a king's dignity is puB/ic wealth ; 
On that fubfifts the nation's fame, and power. 
Shall fawning fycophants, to plump themfelves. 
Eat up their mafter, and dethrone his glory ? 
Wiiat are fuch wretches ? What, but vapours foul, 
From fens and bogs, by royal beams exhal'd, 
That radiance intercepting, which ftiould chear 
The land at large ? Hence fubjedb hearts grow CoUy. 
And frozen loyalty forgets to flow : 
Bat, then 'tis flipp'ry ftanding for the minion: 
Stains on his ermin, to their royal mafter 
Such mifcreants are ; not jewels in his crown. 
If you perfift, Sir— But, of words, no more f 
To me, to threat, is harder than to do ! 

Dymas. 
Let me embrace this genuine foa of Empire. Wh^ 
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When the debates divide the doubtful land. 

Should I not know the prince moft fit to reign? 

I Ve try^i you, as an eagle tries her young, 

And find, your dauntlefs eye is fix'd on glory. 

I'll to the king, and your commands obey. 

We muft give young men opiates in a fever. {Jjidi. 

Yes, boy, I will obey thee, to thy ruin. 

Erixene (hall ftrike thee dead for this. [Exit Dymas. 

Demetrius. 
Thefe Statefmen nothing woo, but Gold and Power* 

I* m a bold advocate for other love ; 
Though, at their bar, indidcd for a fooL 
When reafon, like the (kilfttl charioteer. 
Can break the fiery paflions to the bit^- 
And, fpite of their licentious fallies, keep 
The radiant track of glory ; paflions, then. 
Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant reafon; » 
Firm in her feat, and fwrfc in her career^ 
Enjoys their violence, and, fmiling, thanks • 
Their formidable flame, for high renown; 

Take then my foul, fair maid! 'tis wholly thine $> 

And thence I feel an energy dhriae. 

When objedls, worthy praif(6, our hearjts approve, i 

Each virtue grows on confecrated love : 

Ahd, fure, foft paffion clmms to be forgiv*D, 

When love of beauty is the love of heav'n. 

End of the Thihd Act*. 

M $ A ar 



2511ETHE BROTHERS. 



ACT IV. 0h 

Enter E r i x e n e and Delia. J/^^^ 



Erixene. 
9/ I MS plain rtit plain ! this marriage gains her father: 
•^ He join'd to Rome the crown . Thy words were troe : 
He wooes the diadem ; that diadem which I 
Defpis'd for him. O, how nnlike oor loves I 
But it ii well -, he give&me my revenge. 
Wed Djmaj' daughter f What a fall is there ? 
Not the wQrld*s empire could repair his glory. 

Delia. 
Madam, yoo can't be mov'd too much ! — But why 

More aotv than at the fir ft ? 

Erixene. 

At firft I doubted : 
for who, that lov'd like me, could have believM ? 
I difbcliev'd what Pericles reported ; 
And thought it Per/eus' art to wound our loves. 
But when the good Antigonus^ fwom friend 
To falfe Demetrius, when his word confirmed it^ 
Then paffion took me, as the northern blaft 
An autumn leaf. O gods I the dreadful whirl ! 
But, while I fpeak, h&'s'with her: Laughs and play^; 
Mingles his dalliance with infulcing^irth; 
To this new goddcfs offers up my tears j 
Yes^ w'ith my ihame anil torture, wooes her love. 

I fee. 
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I fee, hear, feel it ! O thefc raging fires ! 

Can theft the thirig we fcorn give fo much pain ? 

Delia. 
Madam, thefe tranfports give him caufe to triumph t 

Erixene. 
I vent my grief to thee i be ne'er (hall know it. 
If I can't Cdncjuer, 1*11 conceal my pa^a ; 
And'ltiBe all its pangs beneath difidain. 

Delia. 
The greateft minds are mod relenting too : 
If then Demetrius fhonld repent his crime * 

Erixene.. 
If dill my pailion burns, it fhall burn inward : 

On the fierce rack in fil^nce Til expire. 

Before one ligh efcape me He repient ! 

What wild extravagance of thought is thine? 
But did he ? Who repents, has once been falfe :- 
In love, repentance but declares our guilt ; 
And injured honour — (hall exadl^its due. 
In vain his love, nay, minei Should groan id vain I 
Both are devoted. Veiigeance, vengeance, reigns I 
Our firft love -murder'd, is the ffaarpeft pang 
A human heart can feel. 

Delia. 

Thj king approaches, 

Entir the Kino^ &€^ 

King. 
Madam, at length we fee fhe dawn of peace^ 

And hope an end of our domeftic jars. 
The jealous Perfeus can no longer fear 
Ihmetrius is a Roman ; iince this day 
Makes him tha ib9<of Dymah ^mi% worft foa. 

Erijc£nb» 
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Erizsne. 
Already, Sir, I Ve heard, and heard with joy,. 
Th* imporunt news. 

KiHG. 

To make our blifs ran o*er, 
Yoa, Madam, will complete what hear^n begins ;• 
And fave the love-fick Ber/eus from defpair : 
That marriage would leave Rome without p^retence- 
To touch our conqueft ;. and for ever join 
To thefe dominions long-difpnted T^^^ir/. 

Entir Dymas; 

EaixEifB. 
Though Thrace hy conqueft ftoopi to Maeidoni. 

I know my rank, and would {A'cfenre its due* 
With meditated coldnefs have I heard 
Prince Perfeus^ vows ; unwilling to confenV 
Before reftor^d to my forefathers throne. 
Left that confent fhould merit little thanks. 
As flowing lefs from choice than your command t . 
But fince the Roman pride will find account 
If my perfifting ftill ; and Philip fufFer ; 
I quit the lofty thought on which I ftood,'. 
And yield to your reqneft. 

King. 

Indulgent gods f ' 
Bleft moment ! How will this with -tranfport fiUi 
The doubtful Per/eus, after years of pain ? 

Dymas. 
My lord, Fve heard what paft, and give you joy; 
OiPir/eus* nuptials, which. your fUte requires s . 
But for Demetrius* — think of thofe no more. . 
Far from accepting fuch a load of glory, . 

I brings 
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I bring, I bring, my lord, this forfeit head 
Due to my bold refufal. 

King; 
Dares the boy 

Fall from hi» promife ; and impofe on theo- 
J^^rrVdifobedience to my royal pleafure? 

Dymas. 
No, my mod honoar'd lord, there, there*s my crime : 

Fond of the maid, with ardour he prefsM.on :. 
But ihould I dare pollute his blood with mine h 
But you, Sir, authorize it— ^ftill more bafe> 
To wrong a mafter fo profufely kind. 

Kino. 
That man is noble on whom Plnlip fmil^ss 
Come, come, there's fomething more in this-— explain« 

Dymas. 
Why am I- forced on this ungrateful office ? 
Yet can't I tell you m<Mne than fame has told ; 
Which fays Dtmetrius is in league with Rome^ 
Why weds ambition then an humble maid. 
But to gain me to treafon ? What then follows ? 
They'll fay the fubtile ftatefman planned this marriage. 
To raife his blood into his mafter*s throne. 
No, Sii:, pceferve my fame^ Ie(.life/uffice. 

£^/#r Pericles.^ 

Sir, yaur ambafl^dors arrived from Rom i ^ •* 

[Pre/ents a Uttir^ 

King. . 
H^l I.maft read it^this will tell me more. 

[^fiir reading itl 
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O princefs ! now oar only comfort flows 
From your indulgence to my better fon. 
This dreadful news precipitates my wifh. 
To keep rapacious Rome^ from feizing Thrace, 
You cannot wed too foon : My fair ally I 
What if yon blefs me, and my {(m,, to-morrow ^ 

Erixehe. 
Since yon requeft, and your affairs demand it,. 

Without a blufli — ^I think I may comply, 

Kifco. 

daughter ! but no more — The gods will thank yoa!' 

1 go to blefs my Per/tus with the news*. 

Dymas. 
Thus the boy's dead in Empire, and in Ldve. 

[Exiunt King, Dymas, &/•• 
Erixene. 
I triumph ! I'm revcng'd I I reign ! I reign I 

Nor thank Demetrius' treafon for a crown. 
Love is oar own caufe^ honour is the gods. 
I can be glorious without happinefs ; 
But without glory never can be bleft. ■ ■ 

Del a. 
""Tis well ; but can you wed the man yon fcorn ? ■ 

Erixene. 
Wed any tiling, for vengeance on the perjur'd, 
ril now infult him from an higher fphere : 
This uncxptdled turn may gall his pride. 
Whatever has pangs for him, has charms fo^r mc* 

Delia. 
A rooted love is fcarce fo foon remov'd, * 

•Ertxene. 
If not; the greater virtue to controul it ; ■ 
And ftrike at his heart, though 'tis through my owm 

D£tl;4» 
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Delia. 
I can*t but praife this triumph ; yet I dread 

The combat ftill. And fee^ the foe draws near* 

Enter Demetrius. 

Demetrius. 
Eiixene! 

Erixene. 
My Lord ! 

DiMETRIUS* 

My pale cheek fpeaks. 

My trembling limbs prevent my faltering tongue^ 

And aik you— 

EaixfiNB. 
What, my Lord ? 

Dembtriui. 

My L9rd f'-^Htt tft» 
Confirm it true, and yet, without a crime» 
I can't believe it. O Erixi ne 

Erixb^tb. 
I guefs your meaning. Sir, but an fiirpris*d 

That Djmai fon ihould think of aught I do. 

Demetrius. 
Falfe are my fenfes ! falfe both ear and eye ! 

All, all be rather falfe than her I loVe I 

£|L|XEKR. * 

She pad not. Sir, this way. 

Demetrius. 

Is then my pain 
Your fport ? And csinErsxine pretend 
Herfelf deceiv'd, by what deceiv'd the king ? 
An artifice made ufe of for your fake ; 
A proof, not violation,' of my love. , , , i 

Erixenb. 



a58 THE BROTHERS. 

Crixbne. 
I thought not of your love» nor artifite : 
Both were forgot ; or, rather, never knowA^ 
But without artifice I tell you thn ; 
Your brother lays his fceptre at my feet. 
And whofe example bid* my heart refifl 
The charms of empire ? 

DSMCTRIUS. 

This is woman's fkill : 
You ceafe to love, and from my condudl drive 
To labour an excufe. For if indeed 
You thought me falfe, had you been thus ferene. 
Calm, and unrufRed ? No ; my heart fays, Nc). 
Pafljons, if great, though turned to their reverfe, 
Keep their degree, and are great paffions dill. 
And (he who, when (he thinks her lover falfe, 
Aetains%r temper, never lod her heart. 

EaiXEMB. 

That I*m ferene, fays not I never lov'd. 

Indeed the vulgar float as pafllon drives ; 
But noble minds have reafon for their queen* 
While you deferv'd, my paifion was fiocere i 
You change, my padion dies. But pardon. Sir, 
If my vain mind thinks anger is too much : 
Take my neglefl ; I can afford no more. 

Demetrius. . 

No, rage ! flame ! thunder ! give a thoofand deaths i 
Oh ! refcue me from this more dreadful calm I 
This curd indifference ! which like a froffc 
In northern feas, out. does the fierced dorffl*^ 
Commanded by my father to comply, 
I feigned obedience :— Had I then refused.— —> 

EaixBNS. 
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Erixene. 
I grant the confequence had been mod dreadful I 

I grant that Dymas daughter had been angry. 

Demetrius. 
Aik Djmas with what rage— — 

Erixene. 

You well might rage, 

To be refus'd. 

Demetrius. 
Refus'd ? 

Erixene. 

He told yourfecret; 

The king, and I, and all the court can witnefs. 

Demetrius. 
Refus'd f falfe Tillain f O the perjur*d flave ! 
Hell-born impoftor I Madam, *tis mod falfe f 
Warm from my heart is (nrery word I fpeak I 
The villain lies I Believe the pangs that rend me i 
Believe the witnefs dreaming from my eyes* 
And let me fpeak no m6re. 

Erixene. 

I do believe 
Your grief ilncerc. IVe heard the maid is fair. 

Demetrius. 
Proceed ; and thus indeed commit that crime 

You falfely charge on me. The crown has charmed you. 
How warm this morning did you prefs my flight ? 
The caufe is plain : An ottt-rag*d lover's groan. 
And dying agony, molcft Qur car. 
And hurt the mufic of a nuptial fong* 

Erixene. 
Since your inconftancy perfifts to charge 
Its crime on my ambUioM^ Til be kind. 

And 
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And leave you in pofleffion of an error. 
Of which you fccm fo fond. 

Demltrivs. 

Ah ! flay one moment I 

Enter PfiRSEUS and Pericles* 

Perseus. 
Zrixene ! 

Demetrivs. 

Diflradlion ! [Starting.'] 

Erixenr. 

'Tis well tim'd. 
My lord, your brother doubts if I'm fincere^ 
And thinks (an error natural to him) 
I'll break my vow to you.— You*ll clear my fame» 
And labour to convince him, that to-morrow, 
ErixmiB at once a bride and ^ueen. 

[Exit Erixcnc. 

Perseus. 
When I have work'd him up to violence. 
Bring thou the king, and pity my diflrefs. 

[To Pericles, <ivbo goes eut* 

Demetrius. 
On what Extremes extreme diftrefs impels me ? 

In things impolTible I put my truft i 

I, in my only brother, find a foe ; 

Yet in my rival, hope the greateft friend. 

When all our hopes are lodg'd in fuch expedients» 

'Tis as if poifon were our only food ; 

And death was c'all'd on as the guard of life. 

Persevs. 
Why doft thou droop f 

Deme- 
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DllMBTRlUS. 

Becaufe l*m dead : quite dead 
To hope ; and yet rebellious to defpair ; 
Like ghods unblefsM, that burft the bars of death. 
Strange is my conduft? — Stranger my diftrefs ; 
Beyond example both f Who e'er before me 
Prefs'd his worft foe, to prove his trueft friend ? 
But though thouVt not my Brother, thou'rt a Man ; 
And, if a man, companionate the worft 
That man can feel ; though found that worft in me* 

Perseus* 
What wouldft ? 

Demetrius. 
Unclinch thy talons from thy prey ; 

Let the dove fly to this her neft again, \Striking bis 
For, oh ! the maid's unalienably mine, bnaft. 

Though now through rage run mad, and turn'd to thee. 
How often have I languifh'd at her feet ? 
BaOcM in her eye, and reveird in her fmile ? 
How often, as (he liften'd to my vowa. 
Trembling and pale with agonies of joy. 
Have I left earth, and mounted to the ftars? 

Pbrsbus. 
There Dymas* daughter Ihone above the reft, 
Illuftrious in thy fight. 

Demetrius. 

Thy taunt, how falfe ?— — 
I no lefs prefs yonr intVeft than my own. 
Think you 'tis poffible her heart fo long 
Jnclin'd to me, the price of all my vows, 
Purchas'd by tears and groans, and paid^me down 
In tendereft returns of love divine. 

Can in one day be yours ?— Iznpoffiblc f 

Perseus. 

i 
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Perseus. 
If I*in deceiv'dy Vm pleas'd with the deceit. 
How my heart dances in the golden dream I 
In pity do not wake me till to-morrow. 

Demetrius* 
Then thoa'lt wake diftraaed.-^-Trofl me» brother f 
She gives her hand alone. 

Perseus. 

Nor need I more ; 
That hand*$ enough that brings a fcepter in it. 
I fcom a prince who weds with meaner views* 
Her duty's mine, and I conceive fmall pain 
From your fweet error, that her love is yours. 
Tm pleasM fuch cordial thoughts of your own merit 
Support you in diftrefs. 

Demetrius. 

Inhuman Perfiui f 
If pity dwells within the heart of man. 
If due that pity to the laft diilrefs. 
Pity a lover exquiiitely pain*d; 
A lover exquifitely psunM by you. 
Oh ! in the name of all the gods, relent F 
Give me my princefs ! give her to my throes ! 
Amidft a thoufand you may chufe a Love ; 
The fpacious earth contains but one for mt. 
But oh ! I rave : Art thou not he, the man 
Who drinks my groans like mufick at his ear ? 
And would as wine, as nedar, drink my blood \ 
Are all my hopes of mercy lodged in thee ? 
O rigid gods ! and fhall I then fall down I 
Embrace thy feet, and bathe them with my .tears } 
Yes, I will drown thee with my tears, my blood, 

3 Sd 
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So thoQ afford a human ear to pangs, 

A brother's pangs, a brother's broken heart. 

Perseus. 
Pardon, Demetrius^ but the princefs calh. 
And I am bound to go. 

D&METRIVS. 

O flay. [Laying bold of him. 
Perseus. 

You tremble. 
Demetrius. 
The princefs calls^ and you are bound to go ? 

Pers£us« 
E'en To. 

Demetrius. 
What princefs ? 

Perseus. 
Mine. 

Demetrius. 

'Ti5 falfc. 
Perseus. 

Unhand me. 

DiMBTRIirs. 

What, fee, talk, touch, nay tafte her ; like a bee 
Draw honey from her wounde4 lip, while I 
Am flung to death ! 

Perseus. 

The triumph once was your*s. 
Demetrius. 
Rip up my breaft, or you (hall never flir. 

My heart may vifit her ! O ! take it with you. 

Have I not feen her, where fhe has not been ? 
Have I not dafp'd her fhadow ? Trod her fleps ? 
.Tranfponcdtrod ! as if tjiey led to heaven ! 

Each 
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Each morn my life I lighted at her eye. 
And, ev'ry eveniog, as its clofe, expir'd.-^— - 

IBttrfij into iearst, 
Persevs. 
Fie ! thouVt a Roman ; can a R^man weep ? 
Sure AUxa$tdiii helmet can fsftain 
Far heavier ftrokes than diefe. For ihame, Demetrius^ 
E'en (hatch ap the next Sabin in thy way. 
Twill do as well, . . [Goings 

Demetrius. 
By heaven, yoa (hall not ftir. 

Long as I live, I ftand a world between yoa, 
And keep yoa diftant as the poles afander. 
Who takes my love, in mercy takes my life ; 
Thy bloody pafs cleave through thy brother's breaft. 
I beg, I challenge, I provoke my death. 

[His band upon bis JvmL 

Enter KifiG and Dymas. 

Perseus. 
Yoa will not murder me ? 

Demetrius. 

Yes, yoa and all. 

King. 
How like a tyger foaiping o'er his prey !— • 

Perseus. 
Now, Sir, believe your eye, believe your ear. 

And flill believe me perjur'd, as this morning* 

KiKG. 

Heav'n'jS/ wrath's exhaufted, there's no more to fear. 
My darling fon foijnd criminal in alL 

Demetrius. 
That villain there to blaft me ! Yes, fll fpedk ; • 
For what have I to fear, who feel the worll ? 

Tis 
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*Ti8 time Ac troth wcrt known. That villain, Sir, 

Has cleft my heart, and laughs to fee it bleed ; 

Bat hb confeffion (hall redeem my fame. 

And re-inthrone me in my princefs" fmile; * 

Or I'll return that falfe embrace he gave me. 

And ilab him in your fight. 

King. 

Hold, inftlent! 

Where's your refpefi to me ? 

Demetrius. 

O royal Sir f 

That has undone me. Thro' rcfped I gave 

A feign'd confent, which his black artifice 

Has turn'd to my deftruflion. I refusM 

That flave's, thatcurfed ilave's, thatftatefman's daughter. 

And he pretend^ihe was refus'd by me. 

Hence, hence, this defolation. Nought I fear, 

Tho' Nature groan her laft. And (hall te then 

Efcape and triumph ? 

King. - 

Guards there ! feize the prince f 

The man you menace you (hall learn to fear. 

IHe ufti%d. 

Dymas. 
Hold, Sir ! not this for me ! It is your fon : 

What is my life, tho' pour'd upon your feet ? 

King. 
Is this a fon ? 

Demetrius 
No, Sir J my crime's too great. 

Which dares to vindicate a Other's honour, 

To catch the glories of a falling crown. 

Vol. II. N , ^^i 
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And Cave it from pollution. But IVe done. 

I die, unlefs my princefs is reftor'd'; [Pointing to Dyma^., 

And if I die^ by heav*n aad earth» and hell 1 

His fordid blood (hall mingle with the duft; 

And fee if thence *twill mount into the throne. 

O, Sir! think of it! I'll exped my fate. lExit. Dem. 

King. 
And thou (halt have it. 

Dymas. 
How» my Lord; in tears 1 

King. 
As if the gods came down in evidence f 

How many fudden rays of proof concur 
To my coiividlion ? Was ever equal boldnefs ? 
But 'tis no wonder from a brother-king; 

[Produces the forged letter. 
This king of Thrace — To-morrow he'J^be king 

Of Macedon. He therefore dies to night. 

Perseus. ^J/tde, to Dymzs.'] 
And yet I doubt it; for I know his fondnefs. 
Thou praftife well the Icffon I have taught thee. 
While I put on a folemn face of woe, 
Afflided for a brother's early fall. 
Heaven knows with what regret.— —But, Sir, your 
fafety — [Pre/eating the mandate fyr Demetrius* death* 
King. 
What giv'Il thou here ? 

Dymas. 
Your paflport to renown. 
You fign your apothcofis in that. 
What fcalcs the ikies, but zeal for public good \ 

P£R8BU?. 

How god-like mercy ? I Dy- 
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Dymas. 

Mercy to mankind. 
By treafon aw'd. 

King. [Ti? Perfeus.] 
Mail then thy brother bleed ? 

[Dymas feemin^ at a lofs^ Perfeus nxhifpen bim^ 
and gives a letter. 

Dymas. [Looking on the letter,'] 
No» Sir ; the king of t brace. 
King. 

Why that is true— 
Yet who, if not a father, ihoald forgive ? 

Dymas. 

Who, Sir, if not a Pbilipt fhould be juft ? 

King. \To Dymas.] 
Is't not my fon ? 

Dymas. 
If not, far lefs his guilt. 
Kino. [To Perfeus.] 
Is't not my other Per/eus f 

Perseus. 

Sir, I thank you ; 
That feeks your crown, and life. 
King. 

hndili/e? 
Dymas. 

No, Sir; 
He'll only take your croijun ; you ftill may live. 

King. 
Heav'n blail thee for that thought ! 
Perseus. 

Why fhakes my father ? 
King. 
It Aabs, it gnaws, it harrows up my foul. 

N 2 la 

-A 
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It he not young ? Was he not much indulged ? 
Gall*d by his brother ? Doubted by his father ? 
Tempted by Romf A nation to a boy ? 
Dymas. 

a mere infant I— —that d^pofes kingq, 

KtNO. 

No ; once he fav'd my crown. 
Dyma€. 

And now wotild wear it. 
Kino. 
How my head fwims ! 

Perseus. 

Nor ftrange ; thetalk is h^rd. 
Dymas. 
Yet fcarce for him. Brutus was but a Ronum : 

{^Speaking as if he *would not have the king bewr* 
Yet like a Philip dar'd ; and is immortal. 
King. 

1 hear thee, Dymas ; give me then the mandate. 

[Going to fign^ he flops fieri.* 
Dymas. 
No wonder if his mother thus had paused. 

Perseus* [AfiJi*'] 
Rank cankers on thy tongae; why mention her? 

King. 

gods ! I fee her now; what am I doing ? 

\Throws away the flyL 

1 fee her dying eye let fall a tear 

In favour of Z)//«^/;7»i. -—Shall I flab 
Her lovely image ftampt on every feature ? 

Dymas. 
His foul efcap'd it. Sir. 

Kino. 
t Thou ly'fl ; begone. 

[Perfeus and Dymas in great confujion: Perfeus njuhtf- 
pen Dymas. Dymas. 
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Dymas. [Jfide, to?er(eus.'] 
True } that, or nought, will toach him. 
If, Sir, your mercy— [To tbi king. 

PrRSBUS. 

O fpeak on of mercy ; 
Mercy, the darling attribute of heav*n. 

Dymas. 
If you Jbould fparc him — 

King. 
What if I Jhould fpare him ? 
Dymas. 
F dare not fay— Your wrath again might rife. 

King. 
Yes, if thott'rt filcnt— What if I Jbouid fpare him ? 

Dymas. 
Why if yoa^^aA/— 'proud Rome would thank yoa for it. 

King. 
Romi f-^Her applaufe more Ihocks me than his death. 

O thou, deaith-s orator f dread advocate 

For bowellefs fcverity ! affift 

My trembling hand, as thou haft fteel'd my heart ; 

And if it is guilt in. me, (hare the guilt. 

He*« dead. ISigns,'} . And if I blot it with one tear, 

Por/eui, though lefs affedled, will forgive me^ 
Pbrseus^ 

Forgive t Sir, I applaud, and wifli my forrow 

Was mild enough to weep. 

[The King going out, meets Demetrius in moumingf 
introduced ty Antigonus. The King Jf arts bacJ^, 
and drops on Dymas. Recovering^ /peaks. 
King. 

This, Fate, is thy tenth wave, and quite o'erwhelms me. 

It lefs had fhodcM me, had I met his ghoH. 

This is a plot to fentence me to death.—— 
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What haft thou done, my mortal foe ! thrown bars 

[To Antigosus. 
Athwart my glory ? but thy fcheme fhall fail. 
As ru(hing torrents fweep th' obftruded mound. 
So Philip meets this mountain in his way. 
Yet keeps his purpofe ftill. 

[Perfcus uttd Pericles wohifper afide. 
Pericles, 

1 can*t but fear it. 
Perseus. 
I grant the danger great ; yet don*t defpair : 
Jove is againft thee, Perfius on thy fide. 

Antigonus. 
The prince, dread Sir, low on his bended knee—— * 

KlNG\ 

This way, j^//^0jv«/.— Do*ft mark his bloom ? 

Grace in bis afpedl/ grandeur in his mein ? 

Antigonus. 
I do. 

King. 
'Tis falfe 5 take a king's word.— Hc*s dead.-* 
That darling of my foul would dab me deeping. 
How dar'ft thou ftart ? Art thou the traitor's father ? 
If thou art pale, what is enough for me ? 
How his grave yawns : Oh ! that it was my own. 

Antigonus; 
Mourn not the guilty. 

King. 
No ; he's innocent : 

Death pays his debt to jullicc; and that done, 
I grant him dill my fon j as fuch I love him : 
Yes, and will clafp him to my breaftj while yefc 
His clay is warm, nor moulders ^ my tpi^cfa* 

Persevs. 
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Perseus. IJ/tde,"] 
A carfe on that embrace. 

Dtmas. 

Nay worfc ; he weeps. 

Kino. 
Poor boy, be net deceiv'd by my compaffion ; 
My tears are cruel, and I groan thy death. 

Demetrius. 
And am I then to die ? If death's decreed. 
Stab me yourfelf, nor give me to the knife 
Of midnight ruffians, that have forg'd my crimes. 
For you I beg, for you I pour my tears ; 
Ton are deceiv'd, dilhonourM j I am only flain. 
Oh! Father— 

King. 
Father ? — There's no father here ; 
Forbear to wound me with that tender name ; 
Nor raife all nature up in arms againfl me. 

Demetrius. 
My Father ! Guardian ! Friend ! nay. Deity ! 
What lefs than gods give being, life, and death ! 
My dying mother 

King. 

Hold thy peace, I charge thee. 
Demetrius. 
Prefilng your hand, un^ bathing it with tears. 
Bequeathed your tendemefs for her to me ; 
And, low on earth, my legacy I claim, 
Clafping your knee, though banifh'd from your breaft. 

King. 
My knees! — Would that were all; he grafps my heart. 
Per/eus, canft thou fland by and fee me ruin'd ? 

\Reaching bu hand to Perfeus. 

N 4 PEHSEVt^ 
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Perseus. 
Loofe, loofe tby hold.— It is my father too* 

King. 
Yes, MacedtMt and thine, and Til preferve thee. 

Demetrius. 
Who once before preferv'd it from the Tbracian ? 
And who* at Tbracimene^ tarn*d the lifted holt 
From Fhilip\ hoary brow ? 

King. 

I'll hear no morCi 

O Perftus! D^mas! Pericles f affift me, • 
Unbind me, difmchant me, break this charm 
Of Nature^ that accomplice with my foes ; 
Rend me, O rend me, from the friend of Romi» 

Perseus. 
Nay thcHf however reludant, aid I muft. 

The friend of Rome ? — ^hat fevers you for ever 1 

7 hough moft incorporate and ftrongly knit j . 

As lightning rends the. knotted oak afunder. 

Demetrius* 
In fpitt of lightning, I renew the tie ; 

And ilu^born is the grafp of dying men. 
Who*s he that (hall divide me from myfelf ? 

[Demetrius is fore" d from the King'/ knees^ on *whicK 
fiarting uf^ be fiings bis arms round bis father. 
Still of a piece with him from whom I grew» 
1*11 bleed on my afylum, dart my foul 
In this embrace, and thus my treafon crowB». 

King. 
, Who love yourfelves, or Macedon^ or me, 

From^the curs'd * iagh's talons wrench my <rown j 

* The Roman enfign. 

And 
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And this barb*d arrow from my breaft — 'Tis done; 

[Fared a/under^ 
And the blood gafhes after it.-— I faint. 

DVMAS« 

S^ipport the king. . 

Perseus.' 
While tceafon licks the duft/ 

[? dinting at Demetrius, fallen in the ftruggk.. 

Dyma^. 

A" field well fought.. 

Re USE OS.. 

And juflice has prevail'd.^ 
King. 
O that the traitor could conceal th^ fon ! 

Farewel, once beft belov'd ! ftill moft deplorM ? ' 
He, he who ddoms thee^ bleeds upon thy tomb. 

[Exit King* 
Demetrius; 
Frofh-ate on thee, my mother earth, be thou 
Kinder than brother, or than father; open 
Akid fave me in 'thy bofom from my— -FnVir^/ .- * 
Friends, (worn Ca>wa{h their hands in guiitlefs tear%. . 
And quench infernal thirft in kindced blood ; 
As if relation fever'd human hearts. 
Or that deftru&ion was the ichild of lOve. . 

Pbrsevsv 
farewel, young traitor ; if they aik below. 

Who fent thee beardlefs down, fay, Honeft Perfeus ■: 
Whom reafon fways, not inftind ; who can ftrike 
At horrid parricide, and flagrant creafon,^ 
Though through a bofom dearer than his own, . 
Thinkfl thou my tender heart «an hate a brother ?:* 
The gods zxA^ Perfeus war with nought but guilt*. 
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But I mn& go. Wkat, Sir, yoar laft commaiidi 
To yoar Erixinf She chidet my (by. [Exit Perfeas. 

D«USTRIU8« 

Withoat the token of a brother's love. 
He could not part; my death was not eaoagh,— -o^ 
I came for mercy, and I find it here ; 
And death is mercy, fince my love is loft. 
Alas ! my father too ; my heart ache for him : 
And P/r^«/,— fain would I forgive e^en thee : 
But Philip'^ fufferings cry too loud againft it. 
Blind author, and fure mourner of my death ! 
Father moft dear ! what pangs haft thoa to come ^ 
Like that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom. 
Who, while in fleep his fevered fancy glows. 
Draws his keen fword, and iheaths it in his foes ; 
But, waking, darts upright, in wild fnrprize, 
To feel warm blood glide round him as be lies ; 
To fee his reeking hands in crimfon dy*d. 
And a pale corfe extended by his fide: 
He views, with horror, what mad dreams have done. 
And finks, heart-broken, on. a morder'd fon. 



End of the T ov JLTH ACT, 
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ACT V. 
S C E N E I. 

King, Posthumous, meeting. 



. FOSTHtMIUS* 

W£» in behalf of oar allies, O King ! 
Caird oa thee ycfterdajr, to clear thy gjorj i, 
Nor wonder now that Pbt^f is Hajuft 
To ilranger9» who ha> marder'd bit own fon. 

^*f^ Ki»Q. 

»Tis falfc. ^* 

POSTHUMIUS* 

No thanks to Philip that he fled. 
Xing. 
A traitor is no fon. 

PoSTHUMIUSi 

Heav*n*8 vengeance on me). 
If he refused not yeflerday thy crown, 
I'hough Life and Love both brib'd him to comply. 

KlKG. 

Sec there. [G/wf. the Itftin 

POSTHUMIUS. 

^18 not the confurs hand, or ieal» 

You're his accomplices. 

P08THUMIU&. 

We\e his avengers* 
'Tia war* 
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King, 
Eternal war. 

PoSTBUMIUt. 

Next dme we meet— — 

KlNC* 

Is in the Car^W.— Hafie, fly my kingdom. 

PoSTUVMlUt. 

No longq* tbigi. 

KlHC. 

Yc8, asd proQd Rome a province. 

[Exit Poftbamios, ISc* 
They brave^ they make, they tyrannize o'er kings. 
The name of king the pcoftrate world adorM^ 
Ere Romulus had calTd hit thievst together.-— 
But let me paufe.— Not SlmnHu^ hand, cmt feal ?— -« 
Doubt and impatience, like thick fmoke and fire. 
Cloud and torment my reafon. 

Antigonvs. 

Sir, recall. 

And re-examine thofe you Cent to Rcme : 

You took their evidence in hafte and anger. 

Torture, if they refufe, will tell the truth. 

Kijijg. 
Go, ftop the nuptials, till you hear from me. 

[Exit King and Antigonoi.. 
Enter Erixenb and Delia, meeting, 

Delia. 
Madam, the prince, who fled from threatened death> 
Attempting his efcape to foreign realms, 
Was lately taken at the city gates, 
So ftrongly guarded by his father's pow'rs ; 
And now, confined, expedls his final doom. 

Erixene. 
/mpri/bn'd, and to die \— Kii^\<fcx\C\isx ^vt^ Bid 
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iSid Djfixtti/' daaghter weep -—I half forgot 
Hh peijnrM infolence. — 1*11 go and glut 
My vengeance. O how jaA a traitor*! death ! 
And blacker ftill, a traitor to my love> 

lExtunt- Erixene Mtd Deluw . 
Sane iirawst and'Jhews Demetrias in frifm* 

Demetrius. 
Thou fubterranean fepukhre of peace ! 

Thou home of horror ! hideous^ neft of- crimes 1 ' 

Guilt's firft fad ftage in her dark road to hell ! ' 

Ye thick-barr*d funlefs pafTages for atr. 

To keep alive the wretch that Ibngs to die ! 

Ye low*brow*d arches, through whofe fuHen gIoOBry> 

Refound the ceafelefs groans of pale defpair ! 

Ye dreadful (hambles, cak*d with human blood I . 

Receive a gueft, from far, far other fcenes» . 

From pompoQs courts, from ihouting vidories, . 

Carouiing felHvals, harmonious bowVs, 

And the foft ChMm of heart-difiblving love. 

Oh ! how ulilike to thtft f heart breaking load 1 

Of ihame eternal, ne^er to be knockM off, 

O welcome death, no, never but by thee. 

Nor has a foe done this.— ^ A' friend f A' father !«« - 

that I could have dy*d without their guilt.— 

\Enttr Erixene. Demetrius gazing at ber.X 
S^ Iook*din chaos the firft beam of light : 
How drives the ftrong enchantment of her eye. 
All horror hence ? — How die the thoughts of death f- 
Erixsne. 

1 knew not my own heart. I cannot bear it» 

Shame 
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Shame chides me back ; for ta infolt hit woes 

Is too fevere ; and to condole, too kind. [pdni^ 

DCKlIt TtfIV9. 

Thus I arreft yoa in die name of mercy. 
And dare compel yoor fiay : Is then one look,. 
One word, one moment, » laft moment too. 
When I ftand tottering on the brink of death^. 
A croel ignominioos death, too moch 
For one that lovet^like ae ? A. length of yeaxs^ 
You may devote to my blcft rival*s arms^ 
I aik bat one fhort moment. O p^mit. 
Permit the Dying to lay claim to tbee. 
To thee, thoa dear- equivalent for li f e ■ 
Cruel, relentleft, marble-hearted maid I 

£ftIXENE« 

Demetrius 9 you perM to do me wrong; 

For, know, though I behold thee as thou art^ 

Doubly a traitor, to the ftate and me; 

Thy forrow, thy diHrefs have touch -d my bofom^ 

I own it is a fault ; I pity thee. 

Enter Officer^ 

Officbb.'^ 
My Lord, your time is ihort, and death waits for yoo. 

Erixbne. 
Death ?— I forgive thee from my inmoft fqul* 

Demetrius* 
Forgive me ? Oh ! thou need'ftnot to forgive^ 
If impofition had not ilruck thee blind. 
Truth lies in ambufli yet, but will ftart up. 
And feize thy trembling foul, when mine is fled. 
O IVe 2i thoufandy thoufand things to fay* 
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Erixene. 
And I am come a fecret to difclofe. 
That might awake thee wer't thou dead alieady. 

Ofpicbb.. 
My Lord, yoor final moment is expir*d. 

Demetrius and Erixenb. 
One, one fhort moment n\ore« 

Demetrius. 

No; death lets f^ 

The cartain* and. divides- our loves for evet. 

\h forcid 9uK 
Erixirb. 
Oh IVe a darker dungeon in my foul. 
Nor want an executioner to kill me. 
What revolutions in the human heart 
Will pity caufc ? What horrid deeds revenge? [ExU. 

Scene Jbuts. Enter Antigonus, njuitb attendants. 

Anticonus. 
How diflant virtue dwells from mortal man ? 
Was't not that each man calls for other*s virtue^ 
Her very name on earth would b& forgot. 
And leave the tongue, as it has left the heart. 
Was ever fuch. a laboured plan of guilt ? 
Take the king's mandate, to the prifon i]y» 
Throw wide the gates, and let Demetrius know 
The full detail. 

[Enter Erixbnb. 
The princefs ! ha ! be gone ; [TV the attendant^ 
While I flir up an equal tranfport here. 
Princefs, I fee your griefs, and judge the caufe : 
But I bring news might raife you from your grave; 
Or call you down from heaven to hear with joy* 

Juft 
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Jiift gods ! the virtuous will at laft prevaiL 

On motiyes here too tedious to relate, 

I begg*d the king, to re-examine thofe. 

Who came from Romt. The king approved my counfeL. 

Surprized, and conlcioas, in thdr charge they faltered,. 

>\nd threatened tortures foon difcoverUalU. 

That Pcrfius brib'd them to their perjuries > 

Thatsl^>r/»jtf' letter was a forgery ; 

That prince Demtrius^ intercourfe with Rme^ 

Was innocent of treafon to the State* 
Erixenb. 

O my fwoln heart J What will the gods da with mc?- 
Antigonus^ 

And to confirm this moft furprizing news, 

Djmas, who, driving to fupprefs a tumult,, 

The rumour of Dwmsirius^ flight had jrais*dy 

Was wounded fore, with his laft breath confefsMiI, 

The prince refused his daughter; which affront . 

Ihflam*d the ftatefman to his princess ruin*. 
£rixenb» 

Did he.refufe her I [TSwoonu 

AkTiGONxrs.' 
Quite overcome with joy f ' 

Tranfportcd out of life I— The gods reftotc her! r 

£ri3cbnb; 
Ah I why recall me ? This is a new kind ' 
Of murder ; moft fevere ! that dooms to /i/e* . 

Antigonus. 
Fair prihcefs, yoa confound me. 

Erixenb. 

Am I fair ? ' 
Am Fa princefs ? Love and Empire mine? 
Cay, gorgeous vifions dancing in my fight I—- 
.^^ No^ 
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Noy here I dand a naked (hipwreckM wretch, 

Cold, trembliogy pale, fpent, helplefs, hopelefs, madf 

Caft on a fhore as croel as the wave»9 

O'er- hang with rugged rocks, toa fteep to dimb ; 

The mountain billows loud> come foaming in 

Tremendous } and confound, ere they devour*. 

Antigohus... 
Madam, the king abiblves you fo)m your vow. 

£rixenb. 
For me, it matters not ; but oh ! .the prince i < ■ 
^hen he had fhot the gulpLof his defpair ; 
Emerging into aU the light of heav'n^ 
His heart, high-beatimg with well-grounded hope^^ 
Then to make (hipwreck of his happinefs,. 
Like a poor woetch that has efcap'd the ftorm^ 
And fwam to what he deems an happy ifle. 
When, Igl theTavage natives drink his blood» 
Ah I why is vengeance fweet to woman^s* pride»\ 
As rapture to her love ? It has undone me». 

Delia* 
Madam^ h& cornea., 

Erixene* 
Leave us, Antigonus* 
Antjgonus. 
What dreadful fccret this ? — Biit rilobey,. 

Invoke the gods, and leave the.rell to fate. [£;r//Antr 

Erixene. 
How terribly triumphantcomes the wretch f 
He comes, like flowers ambrofial, early born,. 
To meet the btafir, and peri{h in the ftorm. 
Enttr Demetrius. 
Demetrius. 
After, an age of abfence in one hour»« 
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Have I then foand thee, thoa celeftial maid ! 
Like a fur Fenms im a fiormy Tea ; 
Or a bright goddeOv, through the (hades of nighty 
Dropt from the ftars, to theft Ueft arms agen ? 
How exquifite is pleafore after pain ? 
Why throbs my^ heart fo tarbolently itrong, 
Pain*d at thy prefence, through redundant joy. 
Like a poor miicr, beggarM by his (lore ? 

Erixbne. 
DsmefrhUf joy and forrow dwell too near. 

DiMETitiur. 
Talk not of forfow, left the gods refent 
As under-priz'dfo loud a call to joy. 
I live, I love, am lov'd, I have her here I 
Rapture in prefent, and in profpe£t|, more I 
No rival, no deilroyer, no defpair ;. 
For jealoufies, for partings, groans, and deaths 
A train of joys, the gods alone can name ! 
When heav*n defcends in blefiings fo profiife. 
So fuddcn, fo fiirpafling hope's extreme. 
Like the fun burfting from the midnight gloomy 
*Tis impious to be niggards in delight ; 
Joy becomes duty ; heav'n calls for fome excefs^ 
And tranfport flames as incenfe to the fkies.^ 

Erixene.. 
Tranfport how dreadful ! 

Demethius. 

Turns Erixine ? 
Can fhe not bear the funfhine of our fate ? 
Meridian happinefs is pourM around us ; 
The laughing loves defcend in fwarms upon us^ 
And where we itead is an eternal fpring, 
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By heav'n, I almoft pity guilty Perfeus 

For fuch a lofs. 

EaixfiNE. 
That (labs me through and through \ 

Demetrius. 
What (labsthee ?— Speak.— Have I then loft thy love I 

Erixbne. 
To my confufion, be it fpoke.— -*Tis thine* 

Demetrius. 
To thy confufion ? Is it then a crime ? 
You heard how dying Dymas dear'd my fame. 

EdIZENE. 

I heard, and trembled i heard, and ran dillra^ed. 

D£M;£TRIUS. 

Aftonifhment! 

Erixene. 
Fve nothing clfc to gWe thee. 
\He ftep's back in aftonijhment 5 Jht in agony ; and 
both ar$ filtnt for fame time. 
He is ftruck dumb.—- Nor can I fpeak.— -Yet moft I» 
I tremble on the brink ; yet inuft plunge i ft ■» 
Know, my Dtmetrius f joys are for the god I y 
Man's common courfe of nature is diftrefs : 
His joys are prodigies ; and like them too^ 
Portend approaching ill. The wife man Harts^ 
And trembles at the perils of a blifs. 
To hope, how bold ? How daring to be fond. 
When what our fondnefs grafps is not immortal ?— 
I will prefume on thy known, (leady virtue. 
And treat thee like a man j I will, Demetrius ! 
Nor longer in my bofom hide a brand. 
That burns unfeen, and drinks my vital blood. 

Demetrius. 
What myftery ? [f/^rr, a/ccond paufe in both. 
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£»IXENE. 

The blackelL 
Demetrius. 
How every terror doobles in the dark ? 
Why muffled ap in filence ftanda my fate ^ 
This horrid fpe^re let me fee at once». 
And (hew if I'm a man* 

£rixbne« 

It calls for more. 
De'mbtrius. 
rt calls for mi then ; Love has made me pwrg. 

Erixene. 
O fortify thy (bul'with more than love ; fthee* 

To hear, what heard, though curfe the toagoe that tella> 

Demetrius. 
Curfe whom ? Curfe thee I. 

£rixe«e. 

Yes, from thy bmoft foul^ 
Why doft thou lift thy eyes and hands to heav'n ? 
The powVs moft confcious of this deed, reiide^ 
In darknefs, howl below in raging fires. 
Where pangs like mine corrode them.-— Thence arife 
Black gods of execration and defpair ! 
' Through dreadful earthquakes cleave your upward way^ 
While nature (hakes, and vapours blot the fun.; 
Then through thofe horrors in loud groans p^odaim^. 
That lam—— 

Demetrius* 
What ?— rU have it, tho' it blaft me, 

Erixene. 

Thus then in thunder, 1 am Pir/eus* wife. 

[Demetrius /«/// agaififi the fcem. Afttr a faufi^^ 
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Demetrius. 
In thander ?-— No ; that had not (Iruck fo deep« 
What.tempeil e^er difcbarg'd fo fierce a fire }m^ 
£alm and deliberate anguifli feeds upon me.; 
Each thought fent out for help brings in new woe. 
Where (hall I turn ? where fly ? to whom but thee ? 

Tremendous Jove! whom mortals will not know 
From bleffings, .but compel to be fevere, 
I feel thy vengeance, and adore thy power; 
I fee my failings, and abfolve thy rage. 
£ut, oh ! I mull perceive the load that's on me 4 
I can't but tremble underneath the ilrolce. 
Aid me to bear !— 'But fince it can't be bome» 
Oh let thy mercy burft in flames upon me .' 
Thy triple bolt is healing balm to this ; 
This pain unf<ilt, unfancy'd by the wretch. 
The groaning wretch, that on .the wheel expires. 

Erizene^ 
Why did I. tcU thee? 

Demetrius. 

Why commit a deed 
Too fliocking to be told? What fumes of keS 
l^lew to thy brain ? What fiend the crime infpir'd ? 

Erixene. 
Perfeus, lafl night, as foon as thou wafl fled. 

At that dead hour, when good men are at reft. 
When every crime and horror is abroad. 
Graves yawn, fiends yell, wolves howl, and ravens fcream 3 
Than ravens, wolves, or fiends, more fatal far. 
To me he camcj and threw him at my feet. 

And 
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And wept, and fwore, nnlers I gave confent 
To call a prieft that moment^ all was ruin'd. 
That the next day Demetrius and his powers 
Might conquer, he lofe me, and I my crown. 
Conferred by Philip but on Ferfeus* wife. 
I darted, trembled, fainted ; he invades 
My half rccover'd ftrength, brib'd priefb confpire. 
All urge my vow, all feize my ravifh'd hand. 
Invoke the gods, run o'er the hady rite ; 
While each ill omen of the iky flew o*er us. 
And furies howlM our nuptial fong below.— —« 
Can*ft thou forgive ? 

Demetrius. 
By all the flames of love. 
And tormenti of defpair, I never can. 
The furies tofs their torches from thy hand. 
And all their adders hifs around thy head ! 
ril fee thy face no more ! [Gw»/. 

Erixene. 

Thy rage is juft. 
Yet flay and hear me. \^be kneels and holds bint* 

Demetrius. 

I have heard too much. 
Erixene. 
Till thou hafl heard the whole, O do not curfe me ! 

Demetrius. 
Where can I find a curfe to reach thy crime ? 
Erixene. 
. Mercy f iiVeephg. 

DkMETRius. {Afide,'] 
Her tears, like drops of molten lead. 

With torment burn their paflage to my heart. 
And yet fucb violaxXoii o? W vowa^ _ ■ ■■ 

"^^.VIIENE. 
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EftlXENB. 

Mercy ! 

Dembthius. 
Terfttw^ IStampiiie. 

Erixene. 

Sump till the centre {hakes. 

So black a daemon (halt thou never raife. 
Per/eus ? Can*ft thou abhor him more than I ? 
Hell has its furies, Ferfeus has his love. 
And, oh ! Demetrius his eternal hate. 

Demetrius. 
Eternal ? Yes, eternal and eternal ; 
As deep, and everlalHng, as my pain. 

Erixene. 
Some god defcend, and Tooth his foul to peace ! 

Demetrius. 

Talk'ft thou of peace ? What peace haft thou beftow'd? 

A brain diftraded, and a broken heart. 

Talk'il thou of peace ? Hark, hark thy hufband calls^ . 

His father's rebel I brother*s murderer ! 

Nature's abhorrence, and — thy lawful Lord ! 

Fly, my kind patronefs, and in his bofom 

Confult my peace. 

Erixene. 
1 never Ihall be there. 

My Lord! my Life! 

Demetrius. 

How fay'ft \ Is Perftus here ?— 
Fly, fly ! away, away ! 'tis death ! 'tis inceft I 

[Starting *wide, and loeking round him. As he it 
goings Jhe lays hold of his rohe* 

Dar'ft thou to touch Demetrius? Dar'ft thou touch him 
Even with thine eye ? 

6 ^wi;.^^^% 
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Erixeits. 

I dare — and more, dare feize» 
And fix him here : No doubt to thy farprize.— 
Tm blemiihM, not abandoned ; honour (till 
Is facred in my fight. Thou call'ft it inceft ; 
*Tis innocence, *tis virtue ; if there^s virtue 
In fixM, inviolable ftrength of love. 

For, know, the moment the dark deed was done* «. 

The moment madnefs made me Per/eus wife, , \ 

I feiz'd this friend, and lodged him in my bofom, 

[Shewing a dagger* 
Firmly refolvM I never would be more. ' 

And now I fling me at thy feet, imploring \ 

Thy Headier hand to guide him to my heart. , 

Who wed in vengeance* wed not but to die. ! 

Demetrivs. 
Has Perfeus then an hymeneal claim ? 

And no divorce but death ?•— and death from me. 
Who (hould defend thee from the world in arms ? 
O thou (till excellent ! Aill moil belov'd ! 

Erixenb. 
Life is the foe that parts us i death, a friend 
All knots difiblving, joins us ; and for ever. 
Why fo diforder'd ? Wherefore fhakes thy frame ? 
Look on me ; do / tremble ? Am / pale ? 
When I let loofe a figh, I'll pardon thine. 
Take my example, and be bravely wretched ; 
True grandeur rifcs from furmounted ills; 
The wretched only can be truly great. 
If not in kindnefs, yet in vengeance firike ; 
'Tis not En'xene, 'tis Per/eus' wife.— — 
Thou'It nDt rcfign me ? 
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DvMETRiya. 

Not tp j9Vi. 

Erizbns. 

Then ftrike. 

DBMETS.1V8. {Gas^ittg On her 'with aftoniJhment»'\ 
How caa I ftrike ? Stab ^ the f^ce of heav'a I 
How can I ftrikc ? — ^Yet \^vt can I forbear I 
I feel a thoufand deatha, debating one* 
A deity ftands guard on ev*iy charm. 
And ftrikes at me. 

BRixcire. 

As will thy brother finm : 
He's now in arms, and may be here this haan 
Nothing fo cruel as too ibft a foul ; 
This is Grange tendernefs, tha% breaks my heart ; 
Strange tenderneis, that dooms to ikmhle deat h j 
To Pfrfew. 

Demetrius.. 
True. — But bow to fhun that horror? 

By woi^nding thee, whoin £avage pards would fpare i 
My heart's inhabitant 1 my fours afx^bitiop ! 
By wounding thee, and b^^hin|^ in thjt Uood; 
That blood illuftrious, through a radiant race 
Of klngs^ and heroes, rolling down from gods F 

Erjxeni. 
Heroes and kings, and gods chemielves^ maft yi^ 
To dire neceiHty^ 

DfwETRruy. 
Since that abfoUres m^ 
$tand fajfc^ and $ur» 

Erukene. 

My bofom meets the foXvM, 

Than Perfiks far more welcome to my IwealK 

Vol. H. O Bw 
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Dem«triu». 
Neceflity, for gods ihemfelves too ftfong, * 

Is weaker than thy charB>». [Profs tie dagger^ 

ElLJXENE. 

O my Demetrius I' 
[Tumsp and goes to a farther fart of the ftage%. 
Dbmbteiv^. 
O my Erittenet . ^Botb filent^ nueef^ and tremib. 

. EaiXENE* 

Far«wcl. IGoing^ 

DEMETRIUS. [Pajponatelj feixing her."] 
Whc» gocft ? 
BEiXEi!r&« 
To feek a friend. 

DeM£TRIV8« 

He's here. 
Erixenb. 

Yes, Petfeus' friend.*-^ 
Earth, open and. receive me. 

Demetrius. 

Heav'n fiHke us dead. 

And fave me from a dduble fuicide. 

And one of tenfold deatlh— O J^ove! O Jove f 

[Fa/ling on his knees*. 
But J*m diilra^led. [Suddenly flatting up^ 

Wliat can Jove ? Why pray I, 
What can I pray for ? 

Erixene.. 
For a h^art.. 
Demetrius. 

Yes, one- 

That cannot, feel. Mine bleeds at eveiy vein. 

Who. 
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Who never lov'd, ne'er fufFer'd ; he feels nothing, 
Who nothing feels but for himfelf alone j 
And when we feel for others, reafon ifltls. 
Overloaded, from her path, and man runs mad» 
As Love alone can exqaifitely blefs. 
Love only feels the mamftllom of pain ; 
Opens new veins of torture in the foul,. 
And wakes the nerve where agonies are born : 
E'en Dymasy Ferfeus (hearts of adamant f). 
Might weep thefe. torments of their mortal foe. 

Erixene. 
Shall I be lefs companionate than th^y ? 

\Jakes up the daggers 
What love deny'd,thine agonies have done; [Stabs ber/ilf^ 
i^/2«//r/»/ figh oatftings the dart of death« 

Enter the KiSG, btc. 

King, 
Give me Demetrius to my arms ; I* call Kim 
To life from death, to tranfport from defpair, 

Demetrius*. 
See Firfkus^ wife f [Peintiftg at Erixene]' Let Delia tell' 
Kino. [the reft: 

My grief-accnftom'd heart can guefs tocwelL 

Demetrius* 
That fight turns all to guilt, but tears and deaths 

King. 
Death I — Who (hall quell falfe Per/eus now in arms V 
Who pour my fempeft on the capitol ? 
How (hall I fweeten life to thy fad fpirit ?-^— 
I'll quit my throne- th -s hoar, and thou (halt reig^i 

Demetrius^ 
Yoa recommend that death you weuld'diiTaade;: 

0> 2. ESL!OL<^WL!^ 
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Ennobled thui by fame and empire loft« 

As well as life I — Small faaifice te Love. 

IGohg t^ftah biinfflft ibi King rum to pnnfM U \ 
but too late. 

KlHO. 

Ah» bold ! nor ftrike thy dagger througb my heart I 

Demetrius. 
'Tis mj firft difobedience, and my laft. \Falb dowu. 

King. 
There Philip fell ! There Maadcu expired ! 
I fee the Roman eagle hovering o*er as, * 
And the fhaft broke (hould bring her to the groond. 

{Pointing fit Demetrius. 
Demetrius. 
Hear» good Jntigonus I my laft requeft : 
Tell Perfeus^ if hell (heath his impiooi fword 
Drawn on his father. Til forgive him all ; 
Though poor Erixene lies bleeding by : 
Her blood cries Vengeance 5 — but my father^s^ Peace— 

[Dieu 

King. 
As much his goodnefs wounds me as his death* 

What then are both ? — O Philip, once renown'd ! 

Where is the pride of Greiee^ the dread of ILme^ 

The theme of Athtns, the wide world*« example* 

And the %f:itl^exandir\ rival, now ? 

E'en at the fdot of fortune's precipice, 

Where the flave's figh wafts pity to the prtn^e^ 

And his omnipotence cries out for more J 

Antigonus, 
;. Ai^the fwoln column of afcending fmoke, 

. ^.So folid fwelis ihj grandeur, pigmy mai^ I 
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My life*$ deep tragedy was plaanM with art. 
From fcene to fcenc advancing in difoefs. 
Through a fad feries, to this dire refult ; 
As if the Tbranaa queen conduced all. 
And wrote the moral in her children's blood ; 
Which Teas might labour to wafh out in vain. 
Hear iV« ye nations I dilknt ages ! hear ; 
And learn the dread decrees of Jovi to fear: 
His dread decrees the ftridefl balance keep ; 
The father groans, who made a mother weep i 
But if no terror for yourfehes can move. 
Tremble, ye parents, for the child ye love ; 
For Tour Demetrius : Mine is doomM to blee4 
A guiltlefs viaim> for his father's deed* 
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AN. HISTORICAL 

EPILOG U^E. 

By the A U. T H O R.. 

^ i\r E'piLOOUB, through cufiom, u your right g^ ,« 
■^^ Bui niir firhaps *was needful til/ this uigbt:, 
To-night the 'virtuous falls^ the guilty JRes^ 
Guilt* s drtadful clo/t our narro<w fane denies*. 
In hiftorys authentic record read 
What ample 'vengeance gluts Demetrios'^^i^;. 
Vengeance fe greats that tuhen his tale is told,. 
With pity fome enj'n Perfeus may behold, 

Ferfeus fumfi'vdj indeed, and Jiltd the throne^ 
Sut ctafdefs cares in conquefi made him groan : 
Nor reigned he long i fiom'Bjomt fwift thunder fie w^. 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant thre^w : 
Throtvn headlong do*wn, hy Rome in triumph led. 
For this night'' s deed his perjurd bofom bled : 
Uis brothers ghofi each moment- made him ftarti. 
And all his father'' s angwjb rent hit heart. 

WheUy roh^d in blacky his children round him hungt. 
And their raised arms in early forromi ivrung ; 
The younger fniPd, unconfcious of their ivoe ; 
At 'which thy tears, O Rome ! began to fovi \ 



EPILOGUE. 

So fai th$ fane : What then mufi Perfeus feel^ 
To fei jovt's race attend the <vi^ors ivbeel : 
To fee the fla*ves of his ijuorft foes increafe^ 
From fuch a fource /— //» emperors embrace ? 
He fickeud foon to death ; andf what is worfi. 
He ijoell deferv'd, an^ felt, the coward's curfei, 
Unpitj^d, fcorndy infulted bis haft hour,. 
Fary far from bome^ and in a vaffaPs potvir : 
His pale cheek refted on his fhamiful cbain^ 
No friend to mGurn, no flatterer to feign ; 
No fuit retards, no comfort fooths his doomf 
And not one tear bedevjts a monarches tomb*. 
Nor ends- it thus'-^ire vengeance to complete,. 
His. antient empire fallings fhares his fate : 
His throm forgot / His weeping country chain'd.fJ 
And nations afi'^Where Alexander reign d. 
As public woes a princess crimes purfue. 
So public blefjings are his 'virtue's due* 
Shout, Britains, fhout^^aufpicious fortune hlefs !' 
And cry. Long //w^O U R tide to fuccefs I*. 
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